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Toronto,  16th  December,  1915. 


Prom 

The  Adjutant 
To 

Provisional  Lieut.  G.M. Malone, 

c/o  E.T. Malone,  Esq.,  K.C., 

86  Queen's  Park,  Toronto. 

Sir:- 

I  have  the  honour  to  inform  you  that  authority  is  granted  for 
your  attendance  at  a  course  of  instruction  for  the  purpose  of 
qualifying  for  the  rank  of  Lieutenant.  The  course  will  commence 
in  this  City  on  the  28th  instant  and  you  will  report  to  the  Adjutant 
of  the  school  on  the  morning  of  that  date. 

"J. A. CAMERON", 


Cap  tain 

Acting  Adjutant, 
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Toronto,  Dec,  23rd,  1916. 

From  1> t ,  Col.  W.R.Rang,  C.S. , 

O.C. School  of  Instruction, 

To  Dr.  F. IT. G. Starr, 

112  College  St.  Toronto. 

Dear  Dr,  Starr 

With  reference  to  young  Gerald  Malone,  I  would  strongly  advise 
that  he  do  not  attend  this  course  on  the  28th.  If  he  has  had 
previous  military  training  he  may  join  two  weeks  thereafter  but 
not  unless. 

As  I  do  not  know  what  regiment  he  belongs  to,  nor  have  I  yet 
received  the  list  of  officers  permitted  to  attend  from  Headquarters. 

I  am  taking  this  unusual  channel  of  forwarding  instructions  regarding 
Malone’s  movements.  I  hope  that  you  will  forward  this  communication 
to  the  young  gentleman  in  question.  We  have  had  so  much  trouble 
with  officers  coming  here  not  quite  fit  that  we  would  rather  run 
no  more  risks. 

The  work  is  strenuous  from  the  word  "go". 


"W.R.Lang" , 


Yours  truly. 
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Toronto,  Exhibition  Camp, 


31st  March,  1916. 

Dear  Eather:- 

Yours  of  22nd  instant  arrived  O.K.  yesterday  morning  and  I  was 
only  sorry  that  I  had  not  written  you  before  your  letter  arrived. 

But  you  have  no  idea  how  busy  I  really  have  been,  in  fact  I  didn’t 
realize  what  a  job  I  was  really  getting  until  we  arrived  in  Camp 
on  Tuesday.  Since  then  I  have  been  tearing  around  like  the  dickens. 
I  haven’t  been  able  to  get  out  of  the  grounds  since  we  arrived 
except  when  on  Route  Marches  so  I  don’t  know  whether  Toronto  is  still 
running  or  not.  On  Tuesday  morning  I  went  down  to  the  Armouries 
and  then  the  real  fun  commenced.  The  men  had  to  be  paraded  and 
their  kit  all  fixed  up  and  piled  into  the  transport  waggon,  and  then 
their  coats  rolled.  This  latter  may  sound  like  an  easy  job.  Well  it 
may  be  for  experienced  soldiers,  but  when  there  are  about  a  thousand 
recruits  who  never  rolled  a  coat  in  their  lives,  believe  me  its 
some  job.  Well  after  the  coats  were  fixed  up  decently  it  was  lunch 
time.  At  2  o’clock  we  had  inspection  my  Major  Miller  and  then  we 
started  on  our  march  to  the  Ex.  Col.  Levesconte's  Battalion  lined 
both  sides  of  the  Avenue,  while  their  band  played  us  on  our  way. 

Well  we  arrived  at  the  Exhibition  gates  and  there  were  thousands 
of  soldiers  standing  around  watching  us  march  in.  I  must  say  that 
the  men  marched  wonderfully  well  as  they  were  just  as  anxious  as 
the  officers  were  to  create  a  half  decent  impression,  and  I’m  sure 
they  aid  it  too.  I  heard  afterwards  from  an  officer  of  the  95th 
(Col.  Barker’s)  that  the  men  marched  great.  Hot  one  being  out  of 
step.  Their  arms  swinging  and  their  chests  expandes  so  much  that 
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the  buttons  on  their  coats  were  in  clanger  of  busting.  Well  we 
spent  the  rest  of  the  afternoon  in  getting  the  men  settled  in  their 
quarters*  and  then  we  had  supper  and  got  our  own  quarters  into 
some  sort  of  shape,  and  then  went  back  and  saw  that  the  men  got 
their  issue  of  blankets  etc,  in  fact  we  stayed  with  them  until 
"lights  out"  sounded  and  then  the  fun  started.  The  men  were  like 
a  bunch  of  overgrown  kids,  they  sang  and  yelled  and  soaked  each 
other  with  boots  and  everything  else.  They  were  so  excited  and 
pleased  at  getting  into  Camp  they  didn*t  sleep  all  night.  And  by 
three  or  four  o’clock  in  the  morning  every  man  was  up  and  dressed 
and  shaved.  At  one  stage  during  the  night  things  got  fairly  quiet 
and  the  chances  for  sleep  looked  rosy  but  a  piper  spoiled  it  by 
getting  out  his  pipes  and  playing  Highland  laddie.  That  was  the 
last  straw  and  sleep  was  not  in  order  after  that.  Next  morning  the 
seating  accomodation  at  breakfast  was  not  v*hat  it  should  have  been, 
so  some  of  the  men  had  to  loaf  around  outside  until  room  could  be 
made  for  them.  At  lunch  time  Major  Murray  sent  me  down  to  look 
after  the  men  and  try  and  stop  any  grouching  and  explain  to  those 
who  couldn't  get  in*  that  everything  would  be  O.K.  in  the  very  near 
future.  Well  I  got  down  there  a  few  minutes  before  1  o’clock 
and  went  into  the  dining  room  and  nosed  around  a  bit  and  tried  to 
get  them  to  hurry  up  and  get  the  meal  ready.  In  the  midst  of  it 
all  General  Logie  dropped  in  and  asked  if  there  was  an  officer  in 
the  building.  Being  the  only  one  present  I  hopped  over  a  couple 
of  tables  and  yelled  "Yes  Sir",  Then  by  gosh  he  lit  into  me  for 
keeping  the  men  waiting  for  their  meals.  Not  being  on  duty  myself 
it  was  really  none  of  my  business  whether  the  men  were  fed  or  not, 
but  believe  me  I  didn’t  tell  the  General  I  wasn't  the  Orderly 
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Officer,  "but  just  a  casual  onlooker,  because  if  I  had  the  Battalion 
would  have  got  the  dickens  for  not  having  its  Orderly  Officer  on 
the  job.  The  General  sent  for  Major  Miller  and  I  grabbled  a  bugler 
and  made  him  sound  the  call  for  dinner  and  then  grabbed  the  Sergeant 
Cook  and  made  him  get  the  hash  onto  the  table  in  a  rush.  He  didn’t 

care  for  my  intrusion  very  much  but  nothing  mattered  so  long  as 

Logie  was  on  the  job.  Well  I  had  everything  moving  nicely  when 
Major  Miller  appeared  on  the  scene  and  was  tackled  by  the  General. 
Evidently  Major  Miller  got  the  dickens  for  keeping  the  men  waiting 
for  their  meals.  This  is  a  serious  offence  in  the  Generals  eyes. 

But  now  everything  is  going  along  smoothly  and  at  every  meal  there 
are  at  least  4  or  5  officers  on  the  job.  So  now  we  are  quite  prepared 
for  General  Logie  if  he  ever  happens  to  come  our  way  again. 

That  afternoon  Major  Miller  gave  us  a  tour  hour  route  march 
just  to  make  dead  sure  that  the  men  would  not  galavante  all  night 
again.  Believe  me  they  didn't.  They  were  dead  to  the  world  that 
night.  Since  then  we  have  all  been  on  our  toes  getting  things 
into  shape  and  getting  the  men  all  settled  and  comfortable,  so  by 
the  time  the  old  clock  strikes  nine  little  Willie  crawls  into  his 

bunk  and  is  dead  to  the  world  until  6  next  morning.  The  men  are 

quartered  in  the  building  where  the  old  Main  Building  used  to  stand 
and  they  eat  at  Birds  Dining  Hall,  just  behind  the  Grand  Stand.  We 
are  quartered  in  the  Railway  Building  in  the  75ths  quarters  and  eat 
in  the  Art  Building.  Here  is  a  diagram  of  our  quarters 

I  have  no  more  news  at  present  but  will  wtite  again  on  Sunday. 

Love  to  Mother  and  Yourself. 

Your  affectionate  Son, 

Gerald, 
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Toronto,  April  4th,  1916 


Dear  Father 

Your  very  welcome  letters  hare  safely  arrived,  the  last  one 
came  in  just  a  minute  ago.  To-day  I  am  hanging  around  barracks  as 
Subaltern-of- the-day,  and  believe  me  it  is  some  job.  First  of  all  I 
disturbed  all  the  officers  of  the  battalion  when  my  alarm  clock 
went  off  at  5.45  this  morning.  It  was  a  repeater  and  I  didn't  hear 
the  darn  thing  until  it  had  repeated  three  or  four  times.  But  when  I 
did  I  switched  it  off  as  quickly  as  possible.  Jack  Alexander  says 
that  after  the  second  alarm  sounded  someone  shouted,  "For  Gods  sake 
stop  that  clock".  Well  I  got  up  and  shaved  and  dressed  and  beat  it 
for  the  Battalion  orderly  Hoorn  and  relieved  Major  Murray  and  Lieut. 

Dick  Bird  who  had  been  on  duty  since  6  o'clock  the  morning  before. 

Major  Shiell  who  is  the  off icer-of- the-Day  appeared  about  15  minutes 
later  and  then  we  started  our  tour  of  inspection.  We  have  been 
jumping  around  the  barracks  all  day,  while  the  rest  of  the  officers 
and  men  have  been  out  drilling, 

I  went  back  to  my  room  at  noon  and  found  the  alarm  clock  missing, 
some  one  must  have  pinched  it  and  thrown  it  into  the  lake.  I  don't 
care  because  it  happens  to  be  Ted  Gordon's  clock. 

Frank  Ross  our  Musketry  Instructor  has  just  informed  me  that 
I  got  through  my  Musketry  Course  all  right,  60$  on  practical  work 
and  92 %  on  the  written  exam.  So  there  goes  one  of  the  special  courses 
out  of  the  way. 

I  have  been  giving  a  few  lectures  on  Musketry  and  have  been 
getting  along  fairly  well,  but  still  I  wouldn't  want  the  job 
permanently.  I  would  much  rather  be  out  drilling  with  the  men. 
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Colonel  Donald  made  his  first  appearance  at  the  Camp  on  Sunday 
afternoon  hut  everyone  was  either  asleep  or  out.  I  was  sleeping 
ana  didn't  either  hear  or  see  him.  He  came  out  yesterday  afternoon 
for  good  and  told  me  -that  he  had  seen  quite  a  hit  of  both  you  and 
Mother,  and  that  you  were  both  well. 

Now  I'll  quit  as  I  have  to  go  down  to  the  cook  house  and  inspect 
the  rations  for  the  mens  supper. 

Best  love  to  Mother  and  Yourself. 

Your  affectionate  Son, 


Cie  raid. 
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Niagara- on- the-Lake , 


May  17th,  1916. 

Dear  Father:- 

We  arrived  O.K.  at  Niagara  at  11.30  yesterday  morning  after  a 
rotten  trip  across  the  lake,  not  that  it  was  rough  because  on  the 
contrary  there  wasn't  a  ripple,  hut  it  rained  nearly  all  the  time, 
which  made  it  very  unpleasant  for  those  sitting  on  deck  so  we  all 
had  to  hunch  into  the  cabins,  and  believe  me  they  were  certainly 
jammed  in.  I  was  all  right  because  I  went  to  the  dining  room  shortly 
after  we  started  and  got  a  little  more  breakfast  because  I  knew  the 
chances  for  eating  at  noon  were  mighty  slim.  So  I  sat  down  and  ordered 
a  full  grown  meal  which,  owing  to  the  funeral  like  service  on  all 
R.b  0.  boats,  I  just  finished  when  the  bugle  sounded  the  fall-in. 

We  disembarked  and  got  to  Camp  between  a  couple  of  showers  and 
there  found  that  our  advanced  party  had  done  their  work  with  great 
dexterity  and  skill  as  every  tent  was  up  securely  and  all  the  floor 
boards  were  down,  so  there  was  nothing  for  us  to  do  but  take  possession 
of  our  own  individual  tents,  and  get  things  set  for  the  night  which 
we  did  when  our  baggage  arrived  on  the  transports. 

We  are  encamped  on  the  same  ground  on  which  the  Varsity  boys 
were  last  spring  and  which  was  later  occupied  by  Dick  Donalds  75th 
gang.  The  portion  occupied  by  "A"  Company  is  by  far  the  best  as  we 
are  on  high  grassy  ground,  but  poor  old  "DH  Company  are  certainly 
in  the  mud  for  fair. 

We  face  Headquarters  which  you  well  remember  as  the  buildings 
surrounded  by  a  white  picket  fence.  The  officers  tents  occupying  the 
first  two  rows  of  12  row.  Then  come  larger  tents  for  the  Paymaster, 
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Battalion  orderly  Room,  Quarter  Master  and  M.O.  The  next  row 
consists  of  Company  Orderly  Rooms  and  Officers  Mess  tents,  and  then 
come  the  mens  tents.  Then  the  mens  mess  tents  and  finally  the 
kitchens.  Ablution  tables  and  latrines. 

My  tent  is  the  right  hand  tent  in  the  second  row,  i,e,  the 
row  farthest  away  from  the  town,  and  nearest  the  Railway  tracks. 
Major  Murray  is  immediately  in  front  of  me,  and  this  morning  it  was 
good  and  chilly  so  he  handed  A1  Ramsey  and  myself  a  cup  of  coffee, 
which  certainly  went  well.  There  are  not  many  tricks  that  he  misses 
in  this  Military  game  and  I  find  that  I’mm  an  apt  pupil.  To-day 
has  been  slow  as  I  have  been  on  duty  so  I  wont  dig  in  to  work  until 
to-morrow.  Be  sure  and  come  over  any  old  time,  and  if  I’m  not  on 
duty  I  can  be  with  you  from  4,30  P.M.  on. 

Best  love  to  Mother  and  Yourself. 

Your  affectionate  Son, 


Gerald, 
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Niagara- on-  1iil6  lake , 


May  2.2nd,  1916. 

Dear  Mother: - 

There  is  not  such  an  awful  lot  of  news  for  you  since  I  last 
wrote  home  but  I  might  just  as  well  let  you.  all  know  what  is  doing 
around  these  parts.  We  have  had  an  awful  lot  of  rain  since  we 
arrived  and  when  it  aoes  rain  very  hard  that  means  we  have  rather 
an  easy  day  as  far  as  drill  goes.  The  men  can't  drill  so  we  go  to 
one  of  the  mess  tents  and  each  of  the  subalterns  has  to  take  his 
turn  and  lecture  on  some  subject  or  another  to  the  whole  Company. 

It  certainly  is  a  funny  sight.  To-day  I  had  finished  all  I  had  to 
say  about  15  minutes  before  time  was  up  so  I  had  to  stall  for  time. 

It  is  then  that  you  notice  all  the  men  in  the  back  rows  are  sound 
asleep  and  to  tell  the  truth  I  didn't  blame  them  much,  because  the 
subject  was  rather  a  dry  one  so  I  let  them  sleep  on  ,  and  before 
time  was  called  about  half  of  them  were  snoring.  But  they  all  woke 
up  fast  enough  when  the  "Dismiss''  was  sounded.  It  is  wonderful, 
when  you  get  250  men  packed  in  one  tent,  what  a  person  can  stand. 

Now  for  myself  I  never  Minded  a  slight  earthy  smell  on  a  person, 
but  when  250  sit  in  a  tent  and  sweat  together  it  reminds  me  of  a 
rose  garden,  its  so  different. 

But  be  that  as  it  may.  last  Saturday  afternoon  the  officers 
played  "D"  Company  in  a  game  of  baseball  and  I  may  say  we  got 
walloped,  but  there  watching  the  game  was  Mr,  Brown.  I  spoke  to 
him  and  he  told  me  that  Mrs.  Brown  was  over  at  the  Y.M.C.A.,  so 
after  dinner  I  went  over  to  see  her.  Dick  Bird  came  with  me  and 
we  found  her  in  the  kitchen  making  sandwiches.  We  helped  for  a  while. 
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Then,  as  I  suppose  we  had  a  hungry  look  in  our  eyes,  n.rrs.  Brown 
started  in  to  feed  us  on  everything  in  the  shop.  We  had  quite  a 

long  talk  and  then  we  beat  it  home.  I  intended  to  go  hack  on  Sunday 

hut  immediately  after  Church  Parade  a  lot  of  the  hoys  started  for 
Niagara  Palls,  so  we  all  went  to  the  Palls  on  the  11.45  hoat.  I 
half  expected  to  see  Pather  on  that  boat  hut  as  he  didn’t  come  I 
went  with  the  hoys.  We  had  our  dinner  at  the  Clifton  Inn  and  in  the 

afternoon  went  to  St,  Kitts  hy  street  car,  where  we  had  supper,  and 

then  came  hack  to  Camp  hy  another  car  at  about  11  P.M.  That  was 
our  first  outing  and  although  there  wasn’t  an  awful  lot  doing  still 
we  enjoyed  it,  although  the  people  at  the  Palls  did  look  us  alifc 
over  when  the  ten  of  us  walked  down  the  street  in  kilts.  The 
Americans  especially  thought  it  a  great  sight  for  they  took  pictures 
of  us  and  the  lord  knows  what  all  they  didn’t  do.  However,  that 
got  tiresome  after  a  while  and, as  we  didn’t  care  to  he  taken  for 
Ads.  for  Scotland  Woolen  Mills  any  longer,  we  beat  it. 

Now  I  think  I'll  quit  and  go  to  he  as  we  have  to  he  up  at 
5.30  for  Physical  Drill  along  with  all  the  other  officers. 

Best  love  to  Yourself  and  Pather  and  hoping  to  see  you  both 

soon. 

Your  loving  Son, 

Gerald, 

P.S.  Will  you  ask  Pather  to  send  me  a  copy  of  Maurice’s  last  letter 
to  me.  I  want  to  show  it  to  the  Colonel. 

The  lord  only  knows  when  I’ll  he  over  in  Toronto,  as  the 
week  end  leaves  are  few/  and  far  between  at  present. 
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Niagara  Camp, 


June  6th,  1916. 

Dear  Father:- 

I  received  your  letter  to-day  enclosing  the  copies  of  Maurice's 
letters,  which  I  was  mighty  glad  to  get.  The  newspapers  also  arrived 
safely,  which  I  have  just  really  started  to  read. 

The  news  which  we  have  received  this  last  f ew  days  has,  more  or 
less,  put  us  all  on  the  rocks  as  far  as  work  ip.  concerned,  because, 
every  time  a  newsboy  pokes  his  nose  within  a  mile  of  the  camp  I  have 
been  grabbing  his  papers,  and  in  that  way  have  kept  in  touch  with 
all  the  frightful  casualties  which  have  been  coming  in  from  time 
to  time.  Ey  to-days  papers  I  see  that  no  further  casualties  have 
been  reported  from  the  poor  ola  15th,  so  I  presume  and  hope  with 
all  my  heart  that  there  will  be  no  more.  I  figure  it  out  this 
way.  After  the  scrap  a  muster  parade  of  the  whole  battalion  would 
be  called,  i,e,  every  man  and  officer  would  appear  on  roll  call 
and  answer  to  his  name  and  in  that  way  it  is  knowvi  right  away  who 
is  and  who  is  not  present.  If  not  present  such  person  would  be 
put  down  as  a  casualty.  So  I  have  great  hopes  since  Maurice's 
name  has  not  appeared  in  the  papers  that  he  is  O.K.  but  I  presume 
so  awfully  busy  that  he  can't  see  straight.  Heavens  the  poor  old 
48th  seem  to  be  Jonahs  and  each  time  they  get  into  a  scrap  its 
bound  to  become  a  real  one,  and  one  to  be  remembered  by  the  Germans 
at  least. 


.  Ki  «  -.1  '  i 


, 


- 

*•  C0  -r;  ■  *90l&n9  l.iQ-f  I 

'•'■  '  ' n  ‘lii  r";"-  8  ■  -•lavrsrr  ,d®q  Ov  fc4la  a**  I  ,  *■  .  si 


•  *•-  ■  ‘  .  -r  •  *3  '  ■•  ■ ■  T  ,  -•■ 

10  '  ' ■  '  '  "  j  i  r  i  *  fe^-  ;  30  ••  9  -'.6:'  .•>•;*  ;.  '  g  -  -  T 

■'****s>**  •*3rn*3ff0$  *J  M  -tut  H4  «3f3Cm  »fi4  (10  Lfa  «j  J  f  # 

I  c$&*t5  6ffJ  io  9&Ia  m  ttiittlw  9 »or»  sl/f  a0a[©q  ^Odtowfin  a  §aJt^ 

bar  rfoyo*  il  d  *•  ^  J *r  1  nl  x>^  ,«isn*a.  aifC  sniddsij.  -jp; 

*t30#  xfolrfw  99tJ, av»so  loll/fjUT^  xis 

j'i  or?  .’  ar  J  3*a  I  V'.sc  h.  •-  v j,»cl  ,r  .  2*  o4 

3qor  an*.  3;S3n0*lq  J  C*  ,KJ<5I  olo  tooq  9*3  & c  t  oaJ'lCq^i  rr.>?  f 
a:  .r  -' ,;s  21  *n  I  *9*ic®  oat  94  III”  aitr-i  jvrCt  -  -  n* 

v0  •  4d  »i  i  »Xor-  o  J  '* c  sat  13d  «?jr*  4  a.qj  ,v  • 

II  CO  Clot  fTC  1.8*5  :.qiS  t)I  JOM  01«  rfM'.r  £19  T9  ,9,1  #.b9ll40  9  3 

^£fsii  flwctrrf  «i  *1  **r  ^  d  nl  bns  mmn  9 Irf  -ivsn«  * 
sc1  i>£jow  aori»q  Xous  Jo9  aiq 3oa  tl  .2aa<*eiq  #©n  t*i  oriw  on*  ai 
e'sol'iujslf  son  1 9  *9qort  *  van  q  5  I  cS  •  4IX  a.  ao  «  m  p  -co  j  j  ; 

9^:#9Tq  I  3u4  .3.0  fei  di  -aifd  ndqvq  9ftl  nl  00i*§qqji  Ion  «av.-;  9i«jan 

iwoq  trtf  *f!0v.  ?r  .:’  r:?  ‘  •;  U  •;  3.1  j  . 

- 

1  "■  S?  v-X  09  srf  •3.-’'  1  3-  oj  910  br«  *sno  X.4*i  «  9-ooo5  ur  JO<i 


J  • 


We  all  thought  that  this  news  was  bad  enough  because  our  senior 
officers  knew  every  man  on  the  list,  but  now  we  get  this  Kitchener 
dope  and  we  all  wonder  what  7/ill  happen  next.  In  fact  I  personally 
will  not  be  surprised  at  anything. 

I  arrived  at  camp  safely  Monday  morning  and  found  that  most  of 
my  platoon  were  just  coming  back  also.  And  when  we  started  towork 
it  v/as  fun>'y  to  see  how  little  pep  the  men  had  in  them.  These  week 
end  passes  certainly  do  take  the  snappiness  out  of  those  fellows 
who  go  away  and  it  takes  a  couple  of  days  to  really  get  v/orking 
smoothly  again.  I  know  the  feeling  because  I  no  more  feel  like 

I 

work  than  they  did  but  it  kept  me  wide  awake  trying  to  put  a  little 
life  into  them. 

last  night  General  Logie  had  the  "General  Alarm"  sounded,  for 
which  every  man  in  camp  yj1UPt  turn  out.  I  happened  to  he  down  town 
with  Jack  Alexander  when  we  heard  of  it  through  a  Military  Policeman. 
We  ran  all  the  way  back  to  Camp  on  record  time  and  had  an  awful 
time  trying  to  find  our  gang,  as  it  was  about  9.30  P.M.  and  pitch 
dark  and  about  10  or  11  battalions  lined  up  in  front  of  Headquarters. 
Luckily  our  battalion  was  first  on  the  scene  so  the  Colonel  was 
quite  pleased .while  some  didn’t  appear  for  almost  an  hour  after  the 
alarm  sounded.  The  General  says  that  he  will  sound  the  alarm  the 
next  time  some  night  at  a  much  later  hour,  so  we  are  all  sleeping  with 
our  pants  and  rubber  boots  handy  to  the  bed.  We  are  taking  no  chances. 

T  must  quit  now  as  I  have  to  be  up  early  in  the  morning  and  get 
the  Company  out  to  the  Ranges.  7>est  love  to  Mother. 

God  Bless  you  both. 

Your  loving  Son, 


Gerald. 
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Niagara  Camp, 


13th  June,  1916. 

Dear  Father: - 

This  evening  I  received  your  letter  enclosing  the  copy  of  Major 
Murray’s  letter  to  you,  for  which  I  must  thank  you  and  also  to  assure 
you  that  the  contents  thereof  will  be  kept  strictly  under  my  hat, 
because  I  realize  that  the  publicity  of  which  would  be  contrary  to  all 
of  his  wishes  and  also  that  it  would  do  me  much  more  harm  than  good. 
But  believe  me  it  is  awfully  good  of  him  to  write  that  way,  for  it  is 
my  sole  ambition  to  be  as  good  an  officer  and  a  soldier,  and  have 
the  respect  of  men  and  officers  alike  as  Maurice  had,  and  if  I  ever 
reach  that  point  you  can  just  bet  I’ll  feel  more  than  satisfied  and 
know  that  I’ve  done  all  and  more  than  is  asked  or  expected  of  me.  As 
for  Major  Murray  you  know  that  it  is  hardly  necessary  for  me  to  tell 
you  what  I  think  of  him.  You  know  that  he  is  more  than  my  superior 
officer.  He  is  almost  a  father  to  me,  and  I’m  sure  if  t  ever  need 
advice  or  help  in  any  way,  after  yourself  and  Uncle  Jim,  I  would 
certainly  give  Hugh  Murray  the  call.  He  is  awfully  popular  with  both 
his  men  and  his  officers,  and  I  know  that  there  isn’t  one  of  us  that 
wouldn’t  follow  him  to  the  end.  You  know  him  amybe  a  whole  lot  better 
than  I  so  I  can’t  say  any  more  about  him. 

I  caught  the  boat  all  right  yesterday  morning  and  met  A1  Ramsey 
and  a  couple  of  the  other  boys  on  board  and  we  all  had  company.  After 
arriving  at  Camp  I  was  sent  at  once  up  to  the  Ranges  where  I  have 
been  working  ever  since.  It  is  very  interesting  being  in  charge  of 
one  of  the  Ranges  and  conducting  the  practices,  but  at  the  same  time 
mighty  exasperating  when  some  of  those  bone  heads  can  absorb  nothing 
greater  than  the  contents  of  a  flask  of  Rye.  Still  the  shooting  has 
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been  very  good  as  a  whole  and  we  do  not  have  to  take  off  our  hats 
to  any  of  the  other  battalions  in  camp  at  shooting,  marching  or  any 
other  little  stunt  in  the  Military  line. 

We  had  our  first  bathing  parade  to-day  and  it  was  one  of  the 
most  spectacular  sights  I  ever  saw.  We  were  marched  up  the  road  a 
couple  of  miles  to  a  point  on  the  South  shore  of  the  lake,  where 
there  was  a  nice  high  bank  overlooking  a  large  sandy  beach.  The 
whole  battalion  was  formed  up  in  "M&ssg^where  the  rifles  were  piled 
and  the  command  to  undress  was  given.  Every  man  peeled  off  his 
clothes  just  where  he  stood  and  on  a  whistle  being  blown  everyone 
(over  1000  men)  let  out  a  roar  and  made  a  wild  charge  down  the  bank 
and  into  the  drink.  It  was  the  funniest  sight  I  ever  saw,  and  I 
would  have  laughed  myself  to  death  only  I  was  in  the  water  with  the 
men  and  I  didn’t  dare  open  my  mouth.  After  about  15  minutes  of 
splashing  around  and  yelling  Major  Miller  struck  for  shore  and 
ordered  the  bugler  to  call  "long  Dress”.  Well  the  bugler  stood 
on  top  of  the  steep  bank  overlooking  the  lake  and  as  Mulvaney  says, 
"with  not  enough  clothes  on  his  back  to  dust  a  flute”,  sounded  the 
call.  Then  there  was  a  wild  scramble  up  the  bank  and  great 
excitement  trying  to  find  your  own  clothes.  Just  as  like  as  not 
you  would  get  one  mans  kilt  and  anothers  shirt  and  anothers  hose 
top  etc.  But  after  a  while  everyone  got  straightened  away  and  all 
was  beautiful.  The  men  all  enjoyed  the  day  and  I  know  we  all  did.  In 
fact  swimming  every  hot  day  would  receive  a  hearty  approval  from 
everybody.  Now  I  must  quit  as  I*ve  told  all  the  news.  Give  my  best 
love  to  Mother  and  keep  lots  for  yourself  and  Aunt  Maggie. 

God  Bless  you  all. 

Your  loving  Son, 


Gerald, 
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Niagara  Camp, 


15th  June,  .1916, 

Dear  Mother; - 

I  thought  I  would  just  drop  you  a  line  to  let  you  know  that 
I  intend  to  run  over  to  Toronto  on  Sunday,  and  although  my  time  at 
home  will  he  quite  short .nevertheless ,  I  want  to  come  over  anyway. 

Of  course  I  can't  ask  for  leave  of  absence  just  now,  hut  it  is 
perfectly  alright  to  leave  camp  for  any  length  of  time,  whatever  so 
long  as  I  don't  miss  a  parade.  We  have  a  Church  parade  Sunday 
morning  hut  we  are  free  before  eleven  o'clock  so  I'll  catch  the 
boat  that  leaves  sometime  between  eleven  and  eleven  forty-five, 

I  won't  be  home  in  time  for  dinner  so  don't  bother  waiting  it  for 
me,  but  I'll  be  up  to  the  house  shortly  afterwards.  Then  the  last 
boat  leaves  Toronto  sometime  around  5.15  P.M.  so  I'll  be  with  you 
all  for  a  few  hours  anyway.  Of  course,  if  either  you  or  Father 
had  intended  going  out  or  making  other  arrangements  for  the  day 
just  let  me  know  and  I  will  call  it  off  and  come  next  Sunday  or  any 
other  day. 

There  is  not  much  new  stunts  being  pulled  off  around  Camp 
except  that  Col..  Osborne  of  the  Headquarters  Staff  informed  us 
last  night  that  we  would  be  pulling  out  for  Camp  Borden  sometime 
between  the  1st  and  15th  of  July,  which  is  rather  indefinite,  but 
still  it  settles  the  question  as  to  where  we  will  spend  the  rest 
of  the  summer. 

To-morrow  we  have  our  weekly  route  march  to  Queenson  Heights  and 

4 

return,  which  will  be  in  the  neighborhood  of  20  miles,  wo  we  are  all 
pulling  for  a  nice  cool  day.  Of  course  if  it  should  rain  very  hard 
it  will  be  called  off  but  everyone  wants  to  take  a  whack  at  it. 
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Oh  yes.  I  nearly  forgot  to  tell  you  that  your  dear  friend  Jffrs. 
Crawford  has  arrived  on  the  scene  and  intends  to  spend  a  week  at  least 
in  the  town,  so  as  to  keep  a  Motherly  eye  on  us  all.  She  came  over 
in  "Clayton's  Car"  with  her  beloved  husband  doing  the  "Hustwayte"  studt. 

I  hadn't  the  nerve  to  ask  her  how  long  it  took  to  make  the  trip  but 
I  understand  they  left  early  in  the  morning  and  arrived  at  about 
8.00  at  night,  and  still  she  informed  me  that'  it  was  a  wonderful 
car  to  stand  such  a  journey.  I  said  "Yes"  and  let  it  go  at  that. 

I  have  been  interupted  in  this  short  letter  about  50  times 
by  these  darn  mosquitos.  Believe  me  but  they  have  a  wonderful 
hunting  ground  around  these  Highlanders;  and  its  a  crime  to  think 
what  they'll  do  when  they  get  us  at  Camp  Borden,  and  blackflies  too.  Gee. 

I  must  quit  now  as  the  light  in  my  tent  is  attracting  the  darn 
things  so  I  either  have  to.  get  out  of  here  or  else  put  on  a  pair  of 
pants . 

This  Hamilton  gang  of  Highlanders  are  rai-ing  the  devil  with 
their  bag  pipes  next  door  so  its  no  wonder  I'm  getting  eaten  up 
alive  by  mosquitos.  In  fact  our  camp  is  swarming  while  they  have 

none. 

Best  love  to  Yourself,  Father  and  Aunt  Maggie, 

Your  loving  Son, 

Gerald* 
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Niagara  Camp* 


June  21st,  1916, 

Dear  Father 

I  received  your  welcome  letters  yesterday  evening,  together  with 
copies  of  Maurice's  last  letter,  Maybee  and  Pete  Campbells  , and 
although  they  all  made  pretty  tough  reading,  still  as  you  may  guess 
I  was  awfully  glad  to  get  them,  because  it  is  so  much  more  satisfactory 
to  hear  from  friends  who  were  on  the  job  at  the  time  and  know 
exactly  how  everything  happened. 

I  also  received  a  very  nice  letter  from  Norma  Smith  and  quite 
a  number  of  other  people,  some  of  whom  I  haven't  seen  or  heard  of  for 
a  long  time.  One  fellow  who  went  to  Woodstock  College  and  whom  I 
had  practically  forgotten  had  ever  existed  wrote  a  very  nice  letter. 

So  you  see  all  my  old  friends  have  not  forgotten  me  and  it  is  all  the 
more  appreciated  because  it  was  not  necessary  for  them  to  go  to  all 
the  trouble. 

Helen  Brown  is  over  at  the  Y.M.C.A.  Canteen,  but  unfortunately 
when  I  got  over  there  last  night  she  had  gone  for  the  day,  so  I 
must  go  over  again  later  on  when  I  can  get  the  time. 

After  I  left  you  all  at  the  wharf  on  Sunday  I  met  8  of  the 
boys  returning  to  the  Camp  so  we  all  went  below  and  had  a  full  grown 
dinner  and  a  good  time  until  we  landed.  On  our  way  over  we  passed 
two  boats,  i,e»  the  two  later  boats,  and  about  all  we  could  see 
was  people  jammed  all  over  it.  They  seemed  to  be  almost  hanging  on 
to  the  sides  of  the  ships,  they  were  so  crowded,  so  I  think  you  all 
did  the  wise  thing  in  returning  on  the  early  boat.  On  Monday  the 
Duke  reviewed  the  troops  in  the  pouring  rain,  'needless  to  say,  we 
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were  all  soaked  before  it  was  over,  but  no  one  has  had  any  ill  effects 
to  date.  All  we  had  to  do  when  the  Duke  finally  arrived  on  the 
parade  grounds  was  to  give  a  general  salute  and  march  past  and  then 
we  came  home  and  dried  out.  The  hard  part  however  was  standing  out 
in  the  rain  waiting  for  him  to  put  in  an  appearance.  I  heard  Perkins 
telling  one  of  the  men  while  we  were  waiting  that  the  Duke  had 
forgotten  his  old  tunic  so  he  was  waiting  for  the  rain  to  stop  so  he 
wouldn't  soil  his  new  one.  There  were  a  lot  of  funny  remarks  that 
went  down  the  line,  I  was  standing  out  in  front  of  the  men  all  ears 
like  an  elephant  but  still  I  couldn't  catch  everything, one  man 
passed  the  message  along  to  the  same  Perkins  that  "His  Royal  Highness 
wished  to  know  whether  Mr.  Perkins  would  honour  him  by  splitting  a 
bottle  of  beer  with  him  at  lunch".  This  sort  of  thing  kept  up  for 
about  half  an  hour,  while  the  old  rain  kept  right  on  doing  its  duty. 

To-day  Sir,  gam,  not  to  be  outdone,  is  also  going  to  hold  a 
review  and  the  beauty  of  it  is  that  we  are  having  exactly  the  same 
kind  of  weather.  "Short  Dress"  has  just  sounded  and  I  must  get 
ready.  Everyone  is  cursing  all  reviews  in  general  and  Sir.  <?am  in 
particular.  I  suppose  Tommy  Church  will  come  over  and  review  us  in 
the  rain  next. 

June  22nd. 

I  couldn't  finish  this  letter  yesterday  as  the  "Fall  In"  blew 
and  I  had  to  beat  it.  Just  after  we  got  started  the  rain  ceased  and 
the  sun  came  out,  and  although  a  little  wet  underfoot,  still  it  was 
a  beautiful  day.  Sir  Sam  was  there  in  all  his  glory  and  he  rode  up 
and  down  the  lines  and  gave  us  all  the  once  over,  after  which  we 
marched  past.  After  that  Sam  called  all  the  officers  out  and  shook 
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hands  with  each  one  of  us.  When  he  heard  my  name  he  stopped  and 
said  "Hot  E.T's  Son",  when  I  said  "Yes"  he  talked  to  me  for  a  few 
minutes  about  Maurice  and  just  before  he  left  mehe  told  me  to 
"be  sure  and  remember  me  to  your  Father”. 

After  dinner  our  men  lined  the  road  from  Headquarters  Compound 
to  the  Ry  tracks  where  Sams  train  was  waiting,  while  His  Fibs 
Gen.  Logie,  Col.  Bickford  and  others  walked  between  our  lines  of 
cheering  men.  He  stopped  opposite  the  Pipe  Major  and  called  for  a 
tune.  Well  our  Pipe  Major  is  Scotch  and  dearly  loves  the  pipes,  so 
he  played  and  then  the  whole  pipe  band  played,  and  then  they  aid  a 
scotch  reel,  and  then  they  all  played  some  more.  I  thought  it  would 
last  forever  and  Sir.  c*am  fidgeted  from  one  foot  to  the  other.  At 
last  they  quit  and  with  a  "Thank  you  boys”  Sam  beat  it  for  the 
train,  with  the  pipes  still  blowing  behind  him.  Then  the  train 
started  and  with  a  cheer  and  a  "Good  Bye  earn"  from  half  a  dozen 
of  the  men  he  had  gone. 

I  received, las t  night,  your  latest  letter  with  copies  from 
Harry  Symons,  (jamey  Stratton  etc,  which  I  read  and  without  a  word 
passed  on  to  Major  Murray.  I  most  certainly  will  show  them  to  the 
Colonel  when  he  gets  back  and  you  can  just  bet  your  life  as  you  say, 
"There  was  nothing  to  be  ashamed  of  in  any  of  those  letters  or  in 
that  boys  life". 

How  Good  Bye  and  God  Bless  both  Mother  and  Yourself  and  hoping 
that  you  both  will  feel  "your  oats"  soon  again. 

Your  loving  Son, 

Gerald. 

P.S.  I  think  1*11  be  home  Sunday  about  1,45  P.M, 
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Niagara  Camp, 


29th  June,  1916, 

Dear  Father:- 

The  only  reason  that  I  have  not  written  sooner  is  "because  I 
have  had  little  or  no  news  that  is  exceptionally  startling.  This 
week  I  have  been  detailed  along  with  Hugh  Murray,  Phil.  Boyd,  Scotty 
Shiell,  Jack  Alexander  and  about  ten  other  subalterns  to  take  a 
course  in  Physical  training  and  Bayonet  Fighting.  The  course  is  only 
for  six  days  at  4  hours  per  day.  it  doesn't  seem  very  much  for  a 
days  work,  but  believe  me  by  the  end  of  4  hours  you  don’t  feel  as 
fresh  as  when  you  started.  It  is  a  funny  sight  to  see  the  old  boys 
like  Majors  Allen,  Murray  and  Shiell  and  old  Phil  Boyd  at  the  end 
of  the  3rd  hour.  They  are  always  just  about  all  in  and  they  generallj?- 
get  some  one  to  carry  their  rifles  back  to  the  tent.  Phil  is  the 
funniest  sight  of  all.  rre  begins  to  sweat  after  the  first  5  minutes, 
and  after  that  it  just  pours  out  of  him  for  the  rest  of  theday#  We 
get  a  15  minute  rest  every  two  hours  and  then  there  is  a  mad  dash 
for  the  canteen  and  there  you’ll  find  nearly  all  with  a  big  bottle 
of  pop  in  one  hand  and  an  ice  cream  cone  in  the  other.  At  the  end 
of  the  intermission  it  generally  takes  at  least  5  minutes  to  round 
up  the  gang  to  commence  work  again.  I  have  a  great  time  in  the 
class  because  Phil  is  my  sparring  partner  and  he  knows  all  the  tricks, 
at  putting  on  a  bold  front  and  pretending  to  be  working  hard,  but  on 
reality  he  is  stalling  all  the  time.  I  have  picked  up  a  number  of 
good  stunts  from  him. 

The  beauty  of  the  course  is  that  we  are  relieved  from  all 
battalion  and  company  duties  and  as  we  don't  start  to  work  until 
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9.30  each  morning.  We  don't  get  up  until  8  o'clock  which  is 
rather  a  treat  and  and  in  some  ways  makes  up  for  the  extra  hard  work 
we  are  supposed  to  be  doing. 

That  is  about  all  the  news  I  have  for  you  except  that  Major 
Miller  has  just  announced  that  we  leave  for  Camp  Borden  on  Thursday 
the  6th  July  at  9.30  P.M.  Most  likely  we  will  take  the  train  right 
here  at  the  Camp  that  night  and  arrive  there  first  thing  next  morning. 
There  is  sure  to  be  a  wild  old  time  on  the  train  that  night,  and  I 
see  where  our  work  w ill  be  cut  out  for  us. 

X  have  applied  for  a  week  end  leave  but  as  yet  I  have  received 
no  word  whether  it  is  granted  or  not.  If  it  is  granted  I  will  motor 
home  with  Brad  Snow  and  will  arrive  some  time  Saturday  evening  about 
8  or  9  o'clock.  If  I  dont  get  leave  I'll  let  you  know. 

Hoping  that  both  Mother  and  You rg elf  are  feeling  a  whole  lot 
better.  Best  love  to  you  both. 

Your  loving  Son, 


Gerald, 
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Niagara  camp# 


Thursday  morning,  July6/l6. 

Dear  Fatherj- 

Ws  have  been  so  busy  all  week  preparing  to  move  to  Borden 
that  I  haven* t  had  time  to  write.  At  present  it  is  an  awful  job 
trying  to  find  anything  at  all  and  its  taken  me  about  half  an  hour 
to  find  a  piece  of  paper  and  an  envelope  and  I'm  trying  to  write 
this  letter  standing  up  with  the  paper  on  an  old  box  and  about  five 
people  borrowing  this,  the  only  pen  in  the  Camp.  I  can't  write  any 
more  now  as  they  are  all  yelling  at  me  to  get  busy  pulling  down 
tents  • 

Best  love  to  Mother  and  Yourself,  and  1*11  write  from  Borden 
the  very  first  opportunity  I  get, 

God  Bless  you  both. 


Gerald* 


Your  loving  Son, 


. 
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Camp  Borden, 


8th  July,  1916, 

Dear  Mother:- 

At  last  we  are  in  that  "wonderful  .  camp  which  is  nothing  but 
miles  of  nice  pine  country  as  flat  as  a  billiard  table  as  far  as  the 
eye  can  see”.  So  spoke  General  Logie  when  we  were  at  Niagara,  but 

the  old  boy  is  an  awful  kidder.  it  is  a  fact  that  there  is  miles 

and  miles  of  country  butit  is  by  no  means  flat.  Tt  is  decidedly 
lumpy  and  roily  in  numerous  spots.  I  cant  tell  much  about  i t  as  yet, 
as  I  have  only  been  here  two  days  and  it  would  take  a  week  of  constant 
hoofing  to  see  it  all. 

Last  Thursday  we  had  an  extra  busy  day  at  Niagara.  Everyone 
was  up  bright  and  early  for  there  was  lots  of  work  to  be  done.  The 
men  all  had  to  get  their  Equipment  packed  and  fixed  on  them  and  as  it 

was  all  new  to  them,  believe  me  we  had  a  sweet  job  getting  them 

fixed  up.  You  know  its  a  funny  thing,  for  myself  I  never  even  saw  a 
kit  packed  before  in  my  life,  but  we  all  had  to  make  a  good  big  bluff 
that  we  knew  all  about  it  and  show  all  the  men  how  to  do  it  properly. 
Well  eventually  we  got  things  packed  up  and  then  came  the  job  of 
getting  them  up  on  the  mens  backs  and  then-  -  -  -  oh  Lord,  some  of  the 
packs  fell  apart  and  some  went  lopsided  and  others  managed  to  stick 
somehow.  After  a  while  we  got  packed  up  in  a  fairly  uniform  fashion 
and  then  came  the  stunt  of  the  day,  viz,  Breaking  Camp, 

At  2  P.M.  the  bugle  sounded  and  every  man  took  his  place,  which 
had  previously  been  assigned  to  him  at  his  tent,  the  ropes  of  each 
tent  were  loosened  and  everyone  held  the  tents  in  place  until  the 
second  bugle  sounded.  Previous  to  the  second  call  to  the  spectator 
not  a  living  sould  could  be  seen  near  the  tents  but  with  the  call 
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"bang  every  tent  in  our  whole  camp  came  down  with  a  crash,  and 
where  there  had  been  tents  standing  hut  half  a  second  before,  not  one 
was  in  sight  and  the  place  was  fairly  alive  with  men  working  like 
Trojans.  It  reminded  me  of  a  sudden  swarm  of  bees.  Then  came  the 
wild  race  of  folding  up  the  tents  and  placing  them  beside  the 
raod  running  through  the  middle  of  the  camp,  where  they  could  more 
easily  be  picked  up  by  the  transports.  Tent  floors  were  then  raised 
and  propped  up  and  everyone  was  happy. 

At  8.45  P.M.  we  paraded  to  the  train  and  each  subaltern  was 
placed  in  charge  of  a  car,  where  we  posted  our  sentries  at  each 
door  and  then  let  our  men  in.  The  idea  of  placing  sentries  on  the 
doors  was  for  several  reasons,  namely:-  to  keep  the  men  inside  the 
car,  firstly  for  their  own  sakes ,  because  men  are  like  kids  and 

V  - 

would, if  you’d  let  them, wander  in  and  out  of  the  train  and 
consequently  some  would  be  left  behind,  possibly  some  would  get 
hurt  and  probably  (its  quite  possible)  some  would  desert  on  their 
first  opportunity.  The  sentries  were  divided  into  9  reliefs, 

(2  in  a  relief)  each  on  duty  for  1  hour,  and  it  was  their  duty  to 
allow  no  one  to  enter  or  leave  the  car  except  officers.  However, 
we  had  no  trouble  of  any  kind  whatever.  The  men  knew  what  they 
were  up  against  so  got  into  their  places  and  stayed  there.  Of  course, 
there  was  an  awful  lot  of  loud  yelling  and  rotten  singing  but  that 
was  to  be  expected. They  were  all  on  these  Colonist  Cars  which  have 
combination  seats  and  bunks,  so  you  see  they  could  have  slept  if 
they  had  wantedto.  But  sleep  was  the  last  thought  any  of  them  had 
for  hours  to  come.  Card  games,  mouth  organs,  cheering  and  singing 
was  the  order  for  the  night.  I  was  with  them  until  about  midnight, 
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when  things  began  to  get  very  dead  and  everyone  was  getting  very 
sleepy,  so  I  slipped  back  to  the  officers  car  in  rear  and  had  a  good 
nights  sleep  in  a  perfectly  good  Pullman. 

At  4.50  next  morning  the  Orderly  officer  yanked  us  all  out 
of  bed  with  the  information  that  we  were  only  5  minutes  out  of  Camp 
Borden,  which  resulted  in  a  wild  scramble  for  clothes,  and  get  back 
with  the  men  as  quickly  as  possible,  I  had  no  sooner  got  back  when 
the  train  all  of  a  sudden  stopped  and  there  the  Camp  had  all  of  a 
sudden  jumped  into  sight. 

The  sun  had  just  come  up  and  there  were  an  awful  bunch  of  tents 
on  a  vast  piece  of  fairly  level  ground  on  our  left  which  extended 
well  back  over  a  mile.  Immediately  East  of  these  tents  there  was 
a  piece  of  ground  with  a  frontage  of  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  which, 
unlike  the  other  encampment,  was  dotted  here  and  there  wiith  chumps 
of  Pine  trees.  This  turned  out  to  be  our  own  ground  and  appeared  to 
be  the  pick  of  the  whole  lot.  We  are  within  300  yards  of  the  Station 
(there  is  only  one  station  for  both  the  G.T.R.  and  C.P.B. )  Camp 
Headquarters  is  within  half  a  mile, and  North  West  of  the  station, 
the  Y.M.C.A.  and  the  Hospital  are  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  to  the 
South,  while  all  the  other  Brigades  being  6  in  all  or  24  battalions 
are  scattered  out  immediately  to  our  West.  So  you  see  our  location 
is  good  in  every  way  and  the  beauty  of  it  all  is  we  have  a  lot  of 
shade  from  our  grove  of  pine  trees.  I  shouldn’t  say  that  the  other 
camps  are  scattered  out  because  they  are  not.  The  whole  seven 
brigades  are  bunched  into  as  small  a  space  as  possible.  No  battalion 
has  a  parade  ground  at  all  like  we  had  at  Niagara,  but  our  parade 
ground  is  about  two  miles  West  of  our  Camp,  and  the  idea  is  that  each 
morning  every  battalion  takes  its  lunch  with  it  and  marches  to  its 
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parade  ground  and  there  spends  the  rest  of  the  day,  and  arriving  hack 
in  Camp  in  time  for  supper,  ft  is  entirely  a  new  idea  for  us  all 
hut  I’m  sufe  that  we’ll  like  it  when  we  see  it  worked  a  couple  of 
times.  Up  to  the  present  we  have  been  very  busy  pitching  the  tents 
and  cleaning  up  the  grounds. 

The  country  itself  is  rather  hard  to  describe,  I  had  pictured 
it  in  my  mind  to  be  nothing  but  a  vast  area  of  sand  and  burnt  Pine 
stumps,  but  I  was  agreeably  surprised  to  find  instead  of  the  sand 
like  you  see  on  the  beach  at  Jacksons  Point,  the  country  is  covered 
with  a  more  or  less  sandy  loam,  which  I  imagine  makes  farming 
impossible,  but  still  permits  grass  to  grow.  The  ground  is  really 
not  covered  with  the  fine  grass  as  one  has  on  a  lawn  but  more  of  a 
very  course  grass  and  covered  more  or  less  with  brambles,  which 
persist  in  catching  your  foot  in  the  dark  and  pitching  you  on  your 
nose.  The  whole  place  is  really  cleared  Pine-land. 

There  is  no  doubt  but  at  one  time  it  was  an  immense  Pine 
Forest  and  v-rae  later  burnt  down,  because  although  away  from  the 
encampment  itself  there  is  any  amount  of  forest  and  woods , still 
there  is  a  vast  extent  stretching  for  miles  which  is  barren  of  trees 
but  dotted  all  over  with  burnt  stumps.  It  Certainly  is  going  to  be 
a  wonderful  place  to  carry  out  advanced  wrork  and  tactical  schemes 
and  just  the  place  we  need  as  a  battalion  to  train,  but  we  are  about 
ten  miles  from  Barrie,  which  evidently  is  the  only  sign  of  civilization 
and  it  might  just  as  well  be  500  miles  away  as  far  as  we  are  concerned. 

I  cant  begin  to  tell  you  howr  to  locate  our  own  camp  as  that 
would  be  an  impossibility  but  any  old  time  you  and  Father  ever 
thought  of  coming  up  (I  would  suggest  some  Sunday)  why  just  let  me 
know  and  I  would  meet  you  at  the  station  (that  is  the  only  know  place 
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in  the  Camp  and  just  like  a  Post  Office  in  a  small  town  -  known  to 
everyone),  where  I  could  meet  you  whether  you  came  by  train  or  by 
motor.  The  road  to  Barrie  they  claim  is  very  fair  for  a  new  road 
except  for  a  stretch  of  2  or  3  miles  which  is  rotten.  However,  as 
I  said  before  I  have  only  been  here  a  couple  of  days  and  dont  know 
all  the  ropes  yet,  but  I1 11  tip  them  off  to  you  just  as  soon  as 
pose ible . 

How  are  both  Yourself  and  Father?  Both  fine  I  hope.  By 
studying  the  time  tables  of  both  railroads,  I  think  1*11  be  able  to 
make  a  few  of  my  old  Sunday  visits  to  you,  arriving  in  Toronto 
about  4.30  P.M.  and  leaving  about  9.40  It  is  only  a  two  hour  or 
so  trip  so  you  can  bet  1*11  make  the  grade  with  or  without  leave  in 
a  couple  of  weeks  after  we  have  everything  settled  up  here. 

Best  of  love  to  you  both  and  write  soon  and  tell  me  all  the 
stunts  you  are  performing. 

God  Bless  you  both. 

Your  loving  Son, 


Gerald. 
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Camp  Borden* 


Julyl6 th»  1916. 

Bear  Father:- 

How  did  the  pow-wo w  go  off  in  London  last  week?  Bid  Mac  deliver 
any  of  his  outbursts  of  rhetoric  or  was  it  a  song  by  way  of  a  change. 
One  would  be  as  equally  good  as  the  other.  I  suppose  you  motored 
up  as  you  proposed,  and.  al*o  that  Mother  spent  the  week  end  in 
Woodstock.  T  hope  she  did  as  a  change  is  what’s  needed. 

We  have  spent  a  fairly  slow  day  here,  being  the  Company  Orderly 
officer  helped  to  pass  the  time,  but  all  the  other  boys  slept  most  of 
the  day. 

.Ever  since  we  had  the  riot  up  here  Headquarters  have  been  more 
or  less  timit  about  letting  any  more  officers  than  possible  out  of 
Camp,  otherwise,  as  Sunday  is  always  a  slow  day,  a  number  would  have 
gone  home  to  Toronto  for  the  day.  But  nothing  doing,  an  order  came 
out  this  morning  that  only  officers  on  leave  could  leave  the  Camp. 

Only  eight  were  on  pass  so  the  rest  had  to  sit  around  and  twiddle 
their  thumbs  until  bed  time.  However,  after  Church  parade  and  after 
my  duties  were  performed,  A1  Bamsey,  Lester  and  I  started  out 
for  a  walk  about  10.30.  We  left  the  Camp  and  went  due  east,  crossing 
the  review  grounds  where  Sam  held  sway  last  Tuesday,  until  we  struck 
a  swamp.  Here  the  bush  was  pretty  thick  so  we  had  a  whale  of  a 
job  getting  through.  In  this  swamp  we  struck  some  real  live  mosquito 
which  were  as  big  as  humming  birds,  and  had  a  kick  like  a  mule.  They 
were  the  finest  speciman  I  have  ever  had  the  pleasure  of  feeding. 

There  were  also  some  beautiful  bushes  of  the  raspberry  specie,  which 
persisted  in  rubbing  themselves  across  our  bare  knees,  which  was  also 
very  pleasant.  After  about  twenty  minutes  of  beating  it  through 
this  sort  of  stuff  we  emerged  in  the  open  once  more  and  continued 
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on  our  way  over  sand  and  pine  stumps  for  another  mile  or  so  and  then 
struck  another  bush  quite  similar  to  the  first  with  this  addition. 

There  was  a  nice  little  ri^er  running  through  it  which  was  altogether 

i 

too  wiae  to  jump  and  not  anbridge  or  cross-way  to  be  seen,  although 
we  scouted  around  for  about  half  an  hour,  we  decided  there  was 
only  one  way  to  get  across,  so  we  hauled  off  our  puttees,  boots 
and  socks  and  hauled  our  kilts  well  up  over  our  heads  and  flopped 
into  the  stream  and  waded  across.  It  certainly  would  have  made  a 
beautiful  picture  and  had  ’’Diana  at  the  Bath”  beaten  to  a  frazzle. 

After  getting  on  our  boots  etc.  we  kept  piking  eastward 
noticing,as  we  went  along,  the  vast  improvement  in  the  country,  several 
farms  having  fairly  decent  looking  crops  and  very  few  pine  trees, 
which  certainly  was  a  relief  after  the  stuff  we  see  hereabouts. 

After  a  short  time  we  came  to  civilization  in  the  shape  of  a  number 
of  frame  houses,  which  turned  out  to  be  the  thriving  Village  of  Lisle 
where  ’’the  original  John  Bull  pickle  is  made”.  As  a  matter  of  fact 
I  never  even  knew  of  the  existence  of  such  a  fruit  until  I  saw  the 
label  on  the  bottle  at  a  place  where  we  had  dinner.  Lisle,  outside 
of  the  Pickle  Factory,  boasts  of  two  general  stores,  three  hotels, 

(now  dryland  therefore  have  ceased  to  exist),  a  station  on  the  G.T.K. 
with  two  trains  per  day,  (one  going  to  Collingwood  and  the  other 
returning,  one  Cabarette,  eight  houses  and  twelve  outhouses,  being 
one  for  each  inhabitant.  We  had  dinner  at  the  Cabarette  which 
floated  a  hughcsign  board  which  read  ”ICE  CREAM”  in  immense  letters 
and  underneath  in  very  small  ones  ”  and  meals”.  So  it  was  quite 
evident  that  meals  were  of  secondary  importance.  The  place  had  all 
the  earmarks  of  an  ordinary  house  so  we  walked  right  in  and  had  a 
real  meal,  with  as  much  pie  as  we  could  eat.  After  eating  and 
giving  the  place  the  once  overand  incidentally  providing  the  populace 
to  the  treat  of  their  litres,  (so  it  seemed  because  they  nearly 
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lost  their  necks  rubbering  at  us)  we  returned  to  the  ca^p  by  the 
same  route.  On  arriving  here  everything  was  dead  so  I  inaugerated 
the  old  time  honoured  game  of  "Old  Saw"  which  got  a  number  interested 
and  we  have  been  playing  the  darned  old  game  all  night,  while  a 
crowd  of  the  men  congregated  and  cheered  us  on.  I  think  I  can  safely 
predict  that  this  will  be  the  by  game  of  the  Camp  after  a  while. 

I  see  the  men  are  now  gathering  Clubs  and  T  expect  they'll  start  in 
after  a  while.  "Quoits"  seems  to  have  the  strongest  following 
and  the  men  play  that  game  by  the  hour. 

We  had  a  swimming  parade  on  Friday  in  the  "Pine  River"  which 
was  a  rotten  hole,  but  as  it  was  a  hot  day  and  the  water  was  wet 
we  all  flopped  in  ahd  a  wash  anyway.  I  don't  think  I  can  tell  you 
anything  else  which  would  be  of  interest  as  everything  seems  about 
the  same  as  last  Tuesday.  Oh  did  you  and  Mr.  Snowball  have  any 
difficulty  about  getting  home  that  night,  I  have  been  wondering 
but  I  have  not  heard  from  .you  since.  Those  candies  you  left  were 
bully  and  as  usual  were  too  good  to  last  more  than  10  minutes  at 
the  most.  vr.  Snowballs  cigars  were  much  appreciated  also. 

Hoping  both  You  and  Mother  are  feeling  better  after  your 
holiday,  and  I’ll  try  and  get  home  Sunday  even  though  it  is  only 
for  the  day, 

Rest  love  to  you  both. 

Your  loving  Son, 


Gerald 
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Camp  Borden, 


July  23rd,  1916. 

Dear  Father 

I  rec'd  your  very  welcome  letter  of  the  20th  instant  last 
evening  and  was  very  glad  to  hear  that  the  little  rest  pother  had 
at  Woodstock  helped  some.  What  you  both  need  is  that  trip  you  were 
figuring  on  taking  to  Montreal  and  I  don’t  see  why  the  dickens  you 
shouldn’t  go,  I  had  counted  on  getting  home  to-day  for  a  few  hours, 
but  the  luck  was  all  against  me  because,  as  T  wasn’t  entitled  to 
week-end  leave,  I  had  to  go  on  Orderly  Duty  in  place  of  some  fellows 
who  had  their  leave  and  were  entitled  to  it.  They  seem  to  be  playing 
me  for  the  goat  as  far  as  duty  on  Sundays  is  concerned,  but  I’ll  be 
ding  busted  if  they  get  me  again  for  a  while.  However,  as  I  can’t 
get  home  I  asked  Dick  Bird  to  ring  up  the  house  when  he  arrived  in 
Town  and  let  you  know.  I  hope  he  didn’t  forget  to  do  this. 

How  I  calculate,  that  unless  something  very  unforseen  should 
happen,  that  I’ll  be  home  on  week-end  leave  next  Friday  night  in  time 
for  dinner  but  it  is  also  quite  possible  that  next  week-end  leave 
will  not  start  until  Saturday,  in  which  case  I  will  be  home  Saturday 
afternoon. 

Now  as  far  as  reports  in  the  Newspapers  go  there  is  more  or  less 
truth  in  the  report  that  we  are  ordered  overseas  in  the  near  future. 
This  is  exactly  how  the  matter  stands.  In  our  division  six 
battalions , of  which  we  are  one,  have  been  ordered  to  be  prepared  for 
overseas  in  the  month  of  August.  This  does  not  necessarily  mean  that 
we  will  go  during  that  month,  but  we  have  been  warned  to  be  prepared, 
last  night  I  nosed  around  for  myself , for  information  is  mighty  scarce 
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around  the  battaions,  so  I  went  down  to  the  station  where  I  knew 
Kennedy  the  main  push  of  the  C.P.R.  in  these  quarters,  and  he 
showed  me  a  list  of  the  battalions  who  are  to  go  east  in  the  month 
of  August  and  the  134th  were  not  on  his  list.  So  you  see  I 
can’t  really  find  out  for  sure  when  we  are  going,  although  I  have 
sought  information  everywhere. 

You  were  mentioning  Colonel  Donald  in  your  letter.  The 
Colonel  is  a  sick  man  and  has  been  given  three  months  leave  of 
absence  to  recuperate.  He  called  the  battalion  together  the  other 
day  and  explained  the  situation  to  us  all.  The  command  of  the 
battalion,  which  was  certainly  his  ideal,  he  handed  over  formally 
to  Major  Miller  because  as  he  said,  he  thought  it  would  be  most 
unfair,  in  the  face  of  the  battalion  going  overseas  without  him, 
if  his  place  was  kept  open  for  such  a  long  period.  Where  the 
unfairness  comes  in  I  don’t  know  because  between  us  I  would  rather 
go  over  as  Private  with  Col.  Donald  than  as  Company  Commander 
with  Major  Miller.  They  are  two  men  of  entirely  different  natures 
and  Col,  Donald  has  a  grip  on  his  officers  and  men,  so  that  he 
is  almost  worshiped  as  a  god.  Major  Miller  on  the  other  hand, 
although  undoubtedly  capable  and  efficient,  does  not  seem  to  have 
the  same  grip.  Somewhere  something  seems  to  be  lacking  but  what 
it  is  I  can’t  explain.  He  is  awfully  decent  and  like  the  Colonel 
looks  after  the  men  mighty  well,  but  still  I  don’t  think  the 
men  place  the  same  reliance  in  him.  Of  course,  time  alone  can 
tell  what  is  going  to  happen  in  the  future,  and  I  think  it  will 
be  O.K.  The  Colonel  however,  made  a  nice  little  speech  to  the 
men  and  v/ished  them  all  good  b;ye,  which  all  hurt  the  men  just  as 
much  as  it  did  him  and  believe  me  that  is  going  some. 
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The  other  day  Alex.  Sinclair, or  I  should  say  Capt.  Sinclair, 

Capt.  Bickle  and  Bud  Brown,  all  of  the  15th  hit  the  Camp  and  stayed 
the  day  with  us.  Sinclair  and  Bickle,  I  had  never  personally  known, 
hut  they  evidently  knew  me .When  they  heard  my  name  ,  Sinclair  looked 

j 

at  me  and  grinned  and  said  "You  damned  Irishman"  and  aL  the  same 
time  nearly  squeezed  my  hand  to  a  pulp.  While  Ed.  Bickle  just  said 
"Hello  Jerry".  Very  few  words  aren't  they,  hut  the  way  he  said  it 
meant  a  whole  lot.  I  had  a  long  talk  with  Alex.  Sinclair  that  evening. 
Sinclair  as  you  may  know  left  Canada  as  a  Sergeant  in  the  48th  and 
knew  Maurice  for  years,  as  he  was  also  the  drill  instructor  of  the 
St.  Andrews  College  Cadets  for  some  years,  before  the  war  broke  out. 

He  told  me  that  I  had  an  awful  reputation  to  live  up  to,  hut  I  told 
him  that  I  knew  that  and  by  vi/ay  of  illustration,  he  told  me  this. 

On  the  Third  of  June  the  15th,  or  as  he  calls  it  the  48th,  and  by 
gad  he  is  right,  were  ordered  to  assemble  with  all  speed  on  a  certain 
sector  of  ground  immediately.  Tje  rushed  his  Company  to  the  spot 
thinking  that  he  was  the  first  to  be  there,  but  when  he  arrived 
Maurice  was  there  before  him.  How  it  was  done  he  didn’t  know  but 
there  he  was.  They  advanced  in  column  of  Companies,  i,  e,  one 
company  ahead  of  another  with  Maurice  in  the  leading  one.  They 
went  ahead  as  far  as  possible  when  Maurice  ran  back  and  asked 
Sinclair,  who  was  the  Senior  Officer  present,  for  information. 

Sinclair  told  him  to  dig  himself  in  and  await  further  developments. 
Maurice  replied  that  he  had  his  men  already  under  good  cover.  Then 
Sinclair  told  him  to  beat  it  back  and  stay  under  cover  himself  and 
not  to  take  any  chances.  This  Maurice  said  he  would  do  as  soon  as 

V 

‘he  had  checked  them  all  o^er  again.  He  then  left  and  this  was  the 
last'  Sinclair  saw  of  him,  as  shortly  afterwards  he  (Sinclair)  was 
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knocked  out.  ve  said  "There  you  are,  the  last  time  I  saw  him  the 
one  and  only  thought  on  his  head  was  the  safety  and  comfort  of  his  men". 
Sinclair  lay  on  the  field  for  a  couple  of  hours  after  that  giving 
orders,  but  was  finally  removed  behind  the  lines  and  had  been  there 
some  little  time  before  word  was  rushed  back  that  Maurice  had  been 
hit  while  trying  to  find  a  way  to  get  his  men  through  a  hedge  that 
grew  near  the  trenches.  Sinclair  couldn't  tell  me  any  more  about  it 
but  he  paid  Maurice  many  great  compliments,  both  as  to  his  ability 
of  a  soldier  and  his  bearing  of  a  gentleman,  not  only  voicing  his 
own  opinions,  but  also  the  whole  battalions.  Believe  me  I  thought 
it  was  great. 

Bickle  was  a  very  quiet  chap  and  T  didn’t  get  much  of  a  chance 
to  get  anything  out  of  him.  Bud,  I  was  mighty  glad  to  see,  which 
goes  without  saying. 

This  week  Doug.  McTeod  and  myself  have  been  handling  the  purchase 
of  tickets  and  the  transportation  of  the  whole  battalion,  who  were 
entitled  to  week-end  passes  and  you  can  take  it  from  me  that  it  is  a 

big  iob,  and  kept  us  out  of  our  little  beds  for  the  best  part  of  two 

nights.  But  evej^ything  went  off  lovely  and  we  had  no  confusion  or 
dissatisfaction  whatever,  and  handled  about  600  men  right  to  the 
kings  taste,  and  by  the  way  received  a  compliment  from  Col.  Mewburn. 

We  are  all  beginning  to  get  quite  used  to  the  Camp  now  that  the 
first  shock  is  over,  and  Twe  are  having  more  or  less  of  a  food  time. 

Fvery  evening  the  battalion  stages  a  moving  picture  show,  out  in  the 

open  air,  which  is  greatly  appreciated  by  all.  We  also  have  resumed 
our  baseball  games,  quoiting  tournaments,  soccer  and  cricket  matches  etc, 
so  you  see  we  put  in  the  long  evenings  pretty  well. 

To-day  I  played  in  my  first  cricket  match  and  I'm  some  bear. 

W.G. Grace  was  a  piker  for  style  alongside  of  me  and  as  for  getting 
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runs,  why  I'm  IT.  We  walloped  the  men  by  107  to  76  of  which  I 

contributed  41  much  to  the  amusement  of  the  whole  crowd,  as  my 
• 

strokes  were  quite  original  though  effective.  Baseball  swings  are 
much  more  effective  anyway  than  these  scientific  things,  which  resul 
in  only  one  and  two  runs  at  a  time.  Another  amus ing , incident  of  the 
game  was  the  hitting  of  our  Sergeant-Major  inrthe  eye  with  the  ball. 
He  was  keeping  wickets  when  the  ball  took  a  long  top  and  ticked  the 
bat  ana  lanaed  on  his  right  optic,  x^  may  not  have  been  amusing  to 
him  but  the  men  certainly  were  tickled  to  death.  The  poor  old 
Sergeant-Majors  job  is  the  least  envied  in  the  whole  business  as  he 
is  always  unpopular.  Hover theless ,  he  now  has  a  beautifully 
discoloured  peeper.  I  was  out  riding  yesterday  and  as  a  result  it 
takes  a  lot  of  nerve  and  a  soft  cushion  for  me  to  sit  down  to-day. 

I  do  hope  that  both  Mother  and  yourself  feel  better  after  your 
little  change  of  atmosphere,  and  are  both  feeling  your  old  selves 
again.  How  1*11  see  you  for  sure  next  week-end  and  I'm  terribly 
sorry  I  couldn't  get  home  to-day. 

God  Bless  you  both. 

Your  ever  loving  Son, 

Gerald, 

P.S.  The  books  you  sent  were  bully.  Many  thanks. 
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Camp  Borden, 


July  30th,  1916. 

My  dear  Mother:* 

Here  we  are  again  safely  quartered  in  dusty  old  Camp  Borden, 
after  one  of  the  nicest  and  most  appreciated  motor  rides  I  ever  had  in 
my  life.  After  leaving  you  all  last  night  we  picked  up  Doug.  MacLeod 
and  prad.  Snow  and  as  none  of  us  were  feeling  any  too  good,  the  very 
idea  of  not  having  to  travel  in  a  dirty  hot  old  train,  jammed  to  the 
roof  with  returning  soldiers,  helped  cheer  us  all  up  a  whole  lot.  We 
all  were  mighty  glad  to  get  away  from  it  all  for  a  short  time.  It  was 
a  lovely  night  and  just  warm  enough  driving  to  enable  us  to  remove  our 
tunics,  so  we  made  ourselves  comfortable  and  sat  back  and  enjoyed  the 
breeze  and  your  sandwiches  and  pop,  and  fruit,  and  the  Lord  only  knows 
what  all.  We  didn’t  nearly  finish  all  the  grub  you  made  for  us,  but  I 
must  say  we  made  an  awful  hole  in  the  basket.  Poor  Godfrey  had  the 
pain  in  his  belly  all  the  way  and  couldn’t  do  himself  justice  as  far 
as  the  eats  were  concerned,  but  he  punished  our  cigarettes  all  right. 

He  was  quite  welcome  to  them  because  we  all  came  to  the  conclusion 
that  he  was  some  driver  and  he  sure  is.  He  is  a  real  good  boy  and 
knows  how  to  handle  a  car  and  is  awfully  obliging. 

The  road, as  far  as  Angus,  was  very  good  except  in  patches,  but 
from  Angus  to  the  Camp  was  awful.  The  road  runs  anywhere  across  the 
field  and  you  are  at  liberty  to  either  choose  your  own  or  else  make  a 
new  road  for  yourself.  One  was  just  as  rotten  as  another.  We  arrived 
at  the  Camp  without  mishap  at  exactly  a  quarter  to  three.  We  then 
unpacked  our  duds  and  found  a  bed  in  Doug.  MacLeods  tent  for  Godfrey. 

We  gave  him  five  bones  for  all  his  trouble,  so  I  think  he  did  fairly 
well.  He  didn’t  make  any  holler  about  taking  it  so  I  guess  he  was 
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satisfied.  At  six  this  morning  he  woke  me  up, telling  me  that  he  was 
leaving  for  home  as  it  looked  like  rain.  So  I  hid  him  good  hye  and 
away  he  went.  I  hope  he  got  home  without  any  trouble. 

We  have  had  rather  a  busy  day  to-day.  After  Church  Parade  we 
got  all  the  men  in  and  got  them  to  make  their  Wills.  As  a  Will 
Artist,  I'm  there.  I've  had  them  signing  away  their  property 
wholesale  to-day, and  offered  all  sorts  of  advice  which  I  admit  was 
bum,  but  I  got  away  with  it. 

It  has  been  pretty  hot  all  day  but  it  is  raining  now  and  it  is 
much  cooler  already.  But  this  afternoon  we  fairly  sweltered. 

This  evening  Doc.  Lougheed  and  I  went  down  to  the  Y.M.C.A. 
and  saw  Mrs.  Brown.  We  stood  back  at  first  and  watched  her  in 
action.  She  was  stirring  up  a  mess  of  bananas  and  some  other  stuff 
at  the  time,  and  slapping  a  great  big  spoonful  on  each  of  about 
twenty  plates,  and  getting  rid  of  the  stuff  to  the  soldiers  as 
fast  as  she  could  work.  Then  some  one  wanted  Orangeade  and  another 
wanted  lemonade,  so  she  gave  them  each  a  mixture  of  both,  to  save 
time,  and  told  them  it  was  a  far  nicer  drink  than  a  straight 
lemon  or  orangeade.  The  men  couldn't  say  a  word,  but  had  to  drink 
it  whether  they  wanted  to  or  not,  as  their  money  was  gone  anyway. 
Then  she  saw  us.  She  let  out  a  yell  and  a  laugh  and  then  came 
out  from  behind  the  counter  and  showed  us  all  over  the  place,  which 
appeared  to  be  fitted  up  in  A  1.  condition. 

Just  at  present  it  is  raining  like  the  dickens  so  I  am  helping 
Jack  eat  your  biscuits  and  cheese  which  is  all  that  is  left  of 
last  nights  supply  of  eatables,  and  by  gad  it  is  going  to  the 
right  spot. 

Will  you  send  a  couple  of  my  pictures  to  Helen  prown  and 
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Horma  Smith?  I  have  been  going  to  do  this  for  some  time,  hut  I  have 
kept  forgetting  it  .  Helen’s  address  is  "Wa  Wa  Hotel,  Norway  Point, 
Lake  of  Bays”,  and  Homs  is  "Ovenaen  College,  Barrie". 

On  arrival  at  the  Camp,  I  received  letters  from  Father  and 
Frank  which  were  greatly  appreciated. 

How  I  must  stop  and  go  to  hed  as  I  have  told  you  all  the  news, 
and  I  expect  to  be  out  on  the  Rifle  Ranges  nearly  all  day  to-morrow. 
My  greatest  love  to  you  both  and  God  Bless  you. 

Your  loving  Son, 

Gerald, 

P.S.  My  hair  is  growing  awful  fast. 
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Camp  Borden, 

Aug.  3rd,  1916. 

Dear  Father:- 

Received  Mother’s  very  welcome  letter  last  night  and 
needless  to  say  was  tickled  to  death  to  receive  it. 

We  have  been  awfully  busy  up  here  all  week  cleaning  up 
everything .such  as  making  out  the  men’s  Wills .getting  all 
particulars  such  as  next  of  kin  etc.  final  inspection  by  Colonel 
Campbell,  cleaning  up  our  musketry  records  and  one  hundred  other 
little  stunts.  We  get  up  at  6.00  every  morning  and  never  get  to 
bed  until,  well  after  twelve  every  night.  To-day  we  are  busy 
packing  up  all  necessary  articles  which  we  will  take  with  us. 

All  the  other  stuff  we  are  selling  to  other  battalions  and  anything 
we  cant  pell  we  will  leave  behind  for  the  first  person  that  wants 
it. 

We  have  received  all  sorts  of  unofficial  reports  as  to  the 
day  of  our  departure,  but  the  most  reliable  I  received  a  few 
minutes  ago  from  Fred  Grant,  who  says  it  will  be  Saturday  afternoon 
between  three  and  four  o'clock.  However,  if  it  is  at  all  possible 
I'll  send  a  telegram,  even  though  I  send  a  man  to  the  telegraph 
office  five  minutes  before  the  train  pulls  out.  I  saw  jirrs.  “nrov/n 
off  last  night  and  before  she  left  I  gave  her  a  message  for  you. 

Is  is  just  possible  that  they  ?/ill  censor  all  temegrams  before  we 
pull  out  so  if  you  receive  a  telegram  from  me  reading  like  this 
"Send  parcel  not  later  than  two  o'clock  Saturday"  it  will  mean 
that  we  will  leave  Camp  Borden  at  two  on  Saturday.  I think  that 
will  slip  past  the  censor  all  right. 
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There  is  very  little  that  I  can  tell  you  v/hich  would 
he  of  interest  just  at  present  as  everything  is  pretty  much 
upset  and  we  are  all  as  busy  as  bees. 

Thank  Mother  for  sending  away  the  pictures  as  I  asked,  and 
tell  her  that  those  fancy  biscuits  were  the  very  best  ever. 

My  Will  is  deposited  with  all  the  other  officers  and  it 
has  been  a  standing  joke  around  here  as  to  the  amount  of  real 
and  personal  estate  we  all  have, 

I  will  write  again  before  we  leave. 

Best  love,  and  God  bless  you  both. 

Your  loving  Son, 


Gerald, 


I 


Camp  Borden, 


Aug.  4th,  1916. 

Dear  Motherj- 

I ts  pretty  late, and  as  we  pull  out  to-morrow  afternoon  about 
three  o’clock,  and  I  won’t  have  any  time  to  myself  all  day,  I  felt 
that  I  had  better  get  busy  and  drop  you  a  line  to-night.  I  received 
Fathers  letter  to-day  and  tell  him  that  I  have  noted  Jessie  Scotts 
address  and  you  can  .just  bet  I’ll  look  her  up  the  moment  I  strike 
London.  I  sent  a  telegram  to  Paw  this  evening  telling  him  of  our 
departure,  which  I  hope  will  not  be  held  up  until  it  is  too  late. 

I  didn’t  telegraph  Frank,  but  I  will  do  go  by  hook  or  crook  to¬ 
morrow  morning.  I  really  haven’t  much  news  for  you  as  we  have  all 
been  workinglike  beavers  these  last  few  days.  I  received  a  lovely 
pair  of  socks  from  Helen  together  with  some  cigarettes,  and  also  a 
box  of  smokes  from  Norm, so  you  see  I'm  well  stocked  up  for  the 
Voyage. 

I  am  feeling  fine, and  had  my  hair  trimmed  to-dayas  it  had 
grown  so  rapidly  since  last  Saturday.  However,  I  left  the  front 
bit  untouched  so  my  beauty  is  becoming  restored  rapidly. 

With  best  lo-^e  to  Yourself  and  Father  and  1*11  write  you 
every  chance  I  get,  and  I  think  I'll  just  be  able  to  write  from 
Halifax  at  least,  and  when  I  arrive  in  England  I'll  cable, and  later 
send  my  address »  but  meanwhile,  c/o  The  Toronto  Globe  Office, 

Grand  Trunk  Bldg.,  Cockspur  Street,  Trafalgar  Square,  will  get 
me  alright. 

Good  bye  and  God  Bless  You. 

Your  loving  Son, 


Gerald, 
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"TELEGRAM” 


E.T. MALONE, 

86  QUEENS  PARK, 

TORONTO,  ONT. 


CAMP  BORDEN,  AUG. 4th,  1916. 


SEND  PARCEL  NOT  LATER  THAN  THREE  O'CLOCK  SATURDAY,  NORTH  TORONTO. 


GERALD. 


"TELEGRAMS  " 


MONTREAL,  QUE.  AUG.  5-16. 

E.T. MALONE.  K.C., 

85  BAY  ST.,  TORONTO. 

MANY  THANKS  EOR  LETTER,  THEY  SAIL  EROM  HALIFAX,  WILL  MEET 
TRAIN  IN  MORNING,  ADDRESS  WILL  BE  TO-NIGHT  L.  RUSSELL  POINT 
CLAIRE. 


FRANK  T.  MALONE, 


MONTREAL,  WEST  AVE,  AUG.  6-16. 

E.T. MALONE,  K.C. 

86  QUEENS  PARK,  TORONTO. 

HAVE  JUST  SEEN  GERRY  OFF,  AM  HAPPY  AND  WELL,  SENT  HIS  LOVE  TO 
YOU  BOTH. 


FRANK  T.  MALONE. 
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Monday,  Aug.  7th,  1916. 


Dear  Motherj- 

We  are  now  nearing  Moncton  after  a  dandy  trip.  At 
Moncton  we  all  get  out  of  the  train  and  march  around  town 
for  an  hour  to  see  the  sights,  and  let  the  sights  see  us. 

It  has  been  a  fine  trip  so  far.  Everyone  is  happy.  Saw 
Prank  for  over  half  an  hour  yesterday  morning.  He  is  fine. 
Will  send  a  letter  from  Halifax.  Love. 


Gerald, 
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7th  Aug.  1916. 


En  Bou  te , 


Dear  Mother:- 

It's  awfully  hard  to  write,  as  the  train  is  speeding  along 
about  a  mile  a  minute  over  a  fairly  rough  road.  We  left  Moncton 
about  an  hour  and  a  half  ago,  but  have  been  held  up  at  some  one 
horse  station  on  account  of  a  wreck  -  freight  cars  I  think  -  but 
at  last  we  are  on  our  way  again.  It  has  been  a  very  pleasant 
trip  so  far.  The  train  is  ours,  the  meal3  are  good,  and  the  men 
are  all  feeling  happy.  Happy  because  they  have  left  camp  Borden 
and  its  dust  and  also  because  they  are  getting  real  meals  cooked 
by  C.P.R. Cooks. 

We  have  fourteen  or  fifteen  coaches  on  this  train,  which 
holds  half  of  the  battalion,  viz,  A  and  C  Companies.  The  other 
half,  B  and  D  are  in  the  first  train,  which  has  been  keeping  about 
half  an  hour  ahead  of  us,  although  we  caught  them  and  they  have 
just  gone  on  before  us  when  they  were  held  up  on  account  of  the 
wreck.  We  have  been  enjoying  ourselves  thoroughly  up  to  date. 

On  the  end  of  our  train  we  have  a  caboose,  which  I  have  been 
continually  using  as  an  observation  car.  Doc  Tougheed  and  myself 
spent  all  day  yesterday  on  top  of  the  car  enjoying  the  scenery, 
while  to-day  nearly  all  the  officers  have  been  up  there  with  us. 
Everyone  has  been  having  a  great  time.  The  men  spend  the  days 
hanging  out  of  the  windows  and  yelling  and  v/aving  at  everyone  they 
see  and  are  tickled  to  death  when  Major  Miller  takes  it  into  his 
head  to  have  a  route  march  in  some  Village,  where  the  train  stops 
for  a  long  enough  time.  Yesterday  afternoon  we  stopped  at 
Chaudiere  for  three  quarters  of  an  hour,  so  to  kill  time  we  had 
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a  route  march  around  the  place,  sure  is  a  dead  hole,  not 

a  person  in  the  place  hut  what  speaks  French  and  as  we  have 
no  French  scholars  on  hoard  we  have  an  awful  time  trying  to 
make  ourselves  understood.  Fverytime  I  opened  my  mouth  to  speak 
French  the  natives  just  looked  at  me  in  amazement,  as  if  they 
couldn’t  understand  a  word,  while  all  the  fellows  laughed  and 
tried  their  luck,  with  no  better  results. 

To-day,  however,  we  stopped  at  Moncton  and  had  a  march 
all  through  the  town  where  they  received  us  in  royal  style. 

They  fired  off  miniature  cannons,  and  everyone  in  the  place 
seemed  to  have  a  flag  and  waved  them.  In  fact  everyone  gave  us 
the  glad  hand.  When  we  left  the  station  was  jammed  and  they 
were  giving  the  hoys  cigarettes  and  about  a  million  girls  walked 
up  and  down  outside  the  train  and  shook  hands  and  cheered  for  the 
Toronto  Kilties,  as  they  called  us. 

It  was  certainly  a  treat  to  get  into  New  Brunswick »af ter 
Quebec*  ,  you.  feel  as  though  you  are  still  in  Canada  and  not  in 
some  darn  foreign  land.  Why  many  and  many  a  station  we  stopped 
at  in  Quebec  not  a  soul  could  speak  anything  hut  French,  and 
although  we  all  have  lots  of  fun  airing  our  knowledge,  yet  it 
wasn’t  like  home  at  all. 

But  to-day  its  quite  different,  everyone  is  more  than 
friendly  and  we  get  a  glad  hand  in  every  town  or  village  through 
which  we  happen  to  pass. 

The  country  itself  is  also  just  as  different  as  the  people. 
In  Quebec  there  is  continually  one  farm  house  after  another, 
at  invervals  say  of  every  half  mile  or  so.  But  N.B.  is  more 
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like  Ontario,  all  sorts  of  farm  land  but  not  many  houses. 

Your  cake  was  great  and  was  much  appreciated  at  lunch  to¬ 
day  as  I  had  it  passed  around,  and  everyone  agreed  that  it  had 
anything  that  the  Railway  Company  could  put  up  skinned  a 
thousand  ways.  Fathers  cigarettes  will  come  in  mighty  handy 
when  on  the  ocean,  and  I've  given  some  to  Ma.ior  Murray  already. 

Aunt  Boras  handkerchiefs  will  also  come  in  handy.  Thank  her 
for  me  will  you? 

Yesterday  morning  I  got  up  early  and  got  dressed  because  I 
thought  maybe  Frank  would  be  down  to  meet  the  train  at  Montreal. 
The  train,  however,  stopped  at  Turco  Injunction ,  but  Frank  and 
a  friend,  Mr.  Russel  were  there,  along  with  Matt  Mather  and  a 
number  of  other  friends  of  Major  Murrays,  and  as  we  stopped  for 
over  half  an  hour  there  we  had  rather  a  good  time,  and  a  nice 
long  talk. 

Frank  is  looking  very  well  and  we  all  hated  to  leave  him 
because  he  knew  a  number  of  the  boys  anyway. 

Frank  was  telling  us  of  an  amusing  incident  which  occured 
before  we  arrived.  Our  first  train  arrived  in  Turcott  about 
half  an  hour  before  us,  and  as  they  pulled  up  at  the  station 
there  was  a  man  there  with  a  hose.  Major  Shi ell  immediately 
stepped  off  the  train  in  his  pyjamas  and  after  taking  same  off 
dropped  down  on  this  hands  and  knees  on  the  platform  and  got  the 
man  with  the  hose  to  turn  the  water  on  him,  amidst  great  cheers 
from  the  men  and  the  Montreal  spectators.  Scotty  is  certainly 
original  to  say  the  least. 

We  expect  to  arrive  in  Halifax  early  to-morrow  morning  or 
else  late  tonight,  but  in  either  case  we  will  sleep  on  the  train 
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and  embark  the  next  morning.  When  we  will  finally  set  sail, 
and  on  what  boat  we  go,  I  have  no  idea,  but  I  will  try  and  drop 
you  a  line  and  give  you  the  necessary  information  to-morrow. 

With  best  of  love  to  yourself  and  Paw,  and  I'll  get  a  line 
off  to  you  to-morrow  without  fail. 

Your  ever  loving  Son, 


Gerald, 
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Tuesday  Aug.  8th »  1916 


Arrived  safe  in  Halifax  late  last  night.  Everyone  fine, 
^e  sure  and  ring  up  Turrs.  Marcell  Morgan.  Will  write  you  on 

first  opportunity.  At  present  its  raining  to  beat  the  band, 

< 

but  thank  heaven  a  calm  sea. 

Best  love  to  all. 


Gerald, 


•  JrCsirt  ia*i  XAliljfr 

C  ;T'  •  '--v  V  .  "  .  ^  -• , 


i*  -  ifi?;  s4i  .  j.A  .  .vii:  .  u 


.  i  .•  - 

. 


.  :  . 


ALLAH  LIKE,  R.M.S#  "Scotian", 


August  16th*  1916. 

Dear  Mother:- 

It  has  struck  me  all  of  a  sudden  that  if  I  dont  get  a  letter 
started  to  you  now  I  wont  "be  able  to  make  one  as  long  as  I*d  like 
if  I  leave  it  to  the  last  minute,  so  I'll  keep  adding  to  it  from  day 
to  day  until  we  land.  At  the  present  moment  we  are  somewhere  on 
the  rolling  deep.  They  say  its  deep  so  I'll  take  their  word  for  it, 
but  as  for  the  roll  I  dont  have  to  take  anyones  word  for  that  because 
I  know  it  -  I  can  feel  it  -  not  that  I  have  not  been  able  to 
partake  of  my  three  good  squares  per  day, and  what's  better  I  can 
hold  it  or  at  least  I  have  held  my  own  to  date  and  I  have  every  hope 
of  keeping  up  (I  mean  keeping  down)  the  good  stuff.  A  number  of  the 
boys  have  had  "Maul-  the  -mare  "and  I  nearly  won  a  lot  of  money  when  the 
man  I  had  placed  a  bet  on  to  be  sick  first  rushed  to  the  side  but 
before  he  could  bare  his  soul  and  lay  his  all  before  us,  some  dirty 
swipe  went  and  beat  him  to  it  and  I  lost  money  by  only  the  fraction 
of  a  second.  At  present  we  are  entering  what  once  was  called  the 
danger  zone  and  according  to  old  customs  we  are  all  wearing  life 
belts.  The  boats  have  all  slowed  down  as  we  have  been  heretofore 
travelling  above  specifications  and  we  are  not  due  at  our  rendezvous 

t 

(where  we  meet  our  escort  from  the  Home  Fleet)  until  to-morrow  at 
noon.  But  I'll  tell  you  all  about  that  later  when  I  see  it  all  for 
myself  first. 

We  left  Halifax  just  exactly  a  week  ago  to-day  after  a  perfectly 
enjoyable  ride  on  the  train  from  Gamp  Borden,  everyone  was  so  glad 
to  leave  that  place  they  have  been  having  the  time  of  their  lives 
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ever  since*  Doc.  MaeLachlan  and  Stoney  Lougheed  our  M.O.  and  myself 
rode  on  top  of  the  train  nearly  all  the  way,  and  thus  enjoyed  the 
scenery.  We  had  all  sorts  of  chances  to  try  out  our  flow  of  French 
and  naturally  accepted  every  chance  that  offered  itself  in  the  shape 
of  man,  woman  or  child,  and  although  we  didn’t  get  much  satisfaction 
out  of  information  received  from  the  habitants,  we  certainly  caused 
considerable  amusement  in  sleepy  old  Quebec.  As  a  matter  of  fact  we 
couldn’t  understand  a  blooming  word  they  spoke  and  we  were  nearly 
downhearted  until  Doc.  remembered  that  the  French  as  spoken  in  Quebec 
is  not  real  good  French  and  therefore  it  was  no  wonder  we  didn’t  know 
what  they  were  jabbering  about.  But  we’ll  show  our  real  class  when 
we  strike  the  pure  French  speaking  gang.  We  arrived  in  Halifax 
quite  late  on  Monday  night  and  on  Tuesday  morning  we  stepped  right 
off  the  train  and  on  to  the  boat  without  getting  a  chance  to  see 
anything  of  old  Halifax.  And  once  they  got  us  on  board,  the  boat 
pulled  out  and  anchored  in  the  middle  of  the  harbour  so  our  line  of 
communication  with  land  was  cut.  The  next  morning  at  7.30  we 
started  on  our  sneak  across  the  Pond. 

A  light  cruiser,  the  Carnarvan  led  the  way  out  of  the  harbour 
and  the  rest  of  the  transports  just  fell  into  their  places  and  moved 
along.  In  our  little  party  we  have  the  aforementioned  cruiser  and 
four  transports  loaded  with  men  from  in  and  around  Toronto. 

We  have  been  streaking  across  the  Ocean  with  our  cruiser 
leading  the  field.  Then  comes  the  transport  "Scandinavian”  with  the 
125th  from  Brantford  on  board.  Then  ourselves.  Then  the  "Metagama" 
with  the  119th  from  the  Soo,  together  with  2  companies  of  the  123rd 
from  Toronto.  Our  last  ship  is  the  "Cameronian".  with  the  124th 
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from  Toronto  and  the  remaining  two  companies  of  the  123rd 
(Kingsrtiille  ®rens.)  Well  we  have  been  pottering  along  in  the  same 
order  for  a  week  now  and  every  morning  we  wake  up  and  look  around 

i 

and  find  everything  just  as  it  was  "before  we  went  to  bed  the  previous 
night#  Whenever  a  boat  of  any  kind  appears  on  the  horizon  you  will 
see  our  cruiser  put  on  steam  and  beat  it  away  in  that  direction  and 
find  out  all  about  it,  warn  them  away  and  then  beat  it  back  to  its 
place  in  line#  Another  day  one  of  our  boilers  sprang  a  leak  and  while 
it  was  getting  fixed  we  all  slowed  down  and  the  cruiser  took  its  place 
nearly  alongside  of  us,  just  so  as  to  be  near  if  needed# 

I  have  been  wandering.  I  meant  to  tell  you  about  leaving 
Halifax  harbour.  As  we  were  moving  out  one  after  the  other  we  got 
a  good  view  of  the  City  and  the  hills  all  around  and  everything 
looked  great.  But  lying  at  anchor  we  crept  past  three  other  cruisers 
whose  decks  and  riggings  were  lined  with  sailors,  who  at  a  given 
word  took  off  their  hats  and  gave  us  a  wild  old  cheer,  in  fact 
three  cheers  and  a  tiger,  which  our  boys  returned  with  avengeance. 
Each  cruiser  treated  us  alike  and  on  each,  their  bands  played 
patriotic  tunes,  but  the  favorites  seemed  to  be  "0  Canada”  and 
"Tipperary”,  both  these  tunes  were  received  with  great  cheers 
from  us  all#  It  was  a  great  sight  and  certainly  a  Royal  send  off  and 
one  that  I  wont  forget  in  a  hurry.  There  is  not  much  more  that  I 
can  tell  you  at  present  but  that  we  have  been  having  a  good  time  on 
board,  doing  very  little  drilling  and  all  sorts  of  sleeping  and 
eating.  We  play  shuffle  board  and  bet  every  night  on  the  next  days 
run.  In  fact  if  it  weren’t  for  the  appearance  of  the  uniforms  and 
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the  cruiser  I  could  easily  imagine  that  there  was  nothing  doing  in 
the  war  line  at  all.  I  have  talked  enough  about  myself  for  the  present. 
How  how  about  you  and  Paw.  X  hope  at  the  present  you  are  both 
galavanting  around  the  country,  enjoying  yourselves,  eating  a  lot  and 
sleeping  a  lot,  and  keeping  your  bowels  wide  open  (not  too  wide) 
and  having  a  gay  old  time  all  around. 

Pred  Grant  told  us  all  a  startling  tale  this  morning  at  the 
breakfast  table.  last  night  before  going  to  bed  he  ate  a  lot  of  truck 
and  then  the  story  starts.  MWe  were  running  along  as  usual  with  the 
cruiser  out  in  front  when  all  of  a  sudden  a  submarine  appeared  and 
fired  a  torpedo*  which  hit  us  amidships  and  the  ship  began  to  settle 
fast.  The  troops  all  got  away  in  the  boats  but  Pred  being  on  duty 
couldn’t  leave  the  ship.  The  next  thing  he  remembers  he  was  swimming 
around  and  looking  for  a  boat  when  all  of  a  sudden  the  submarine 
came  to  the  surface,  immediately  underneath  him  and  lifted  him  clear 
out  of  the  water.  He  then  exerted  all  his  strength  and  smashed  the 
periscope  and  kicked  over  the  conning  tower  so  that  the  sub  couldn’t 
dive  again.  Then  our  cruiser  made  an  easy  capture  of  it  and  Pred 
was  recommended  for  the  V.C.  for  his  heroism.  Pred  says  if  the  tale 
were  only  known  the  name  of  Grant  would  ring  throughout  Midland  to¬ 
night  but  like  the  true  hero  he  is,  he  doesn’t  like  to  boast  about 
himself  and  the  deeds  he  has  performed  but 

It  was  a  wild  old  dream  of  his  and  it  has  caused  considerable 

m 

amusement  the  way  in  which  he  tells  it. 

Priday  Evening,  August  18th,  1916. 

Since  I  was  last  at  this  table  writing  you,  numerous  things 
have  happened.  We  got  word  Wednesday  night  that  our  escort  would 
meet  us  Thursday  at  noon  and  all  that  morning  we  were  all  on  the 
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lookout  and  anxiously  awaiting  its  arrival.  I  know  I  was  on  the 
lookout  allmorning  just  for  the  sight  of  something  besides  our  own 
fleet.  But  we  were  all  doomed  to  disappointment  for  a  long  time  as 
there  wasn’t  a  sign  of  anything  stirring  on  the  horizan  until  about 
11*30  when  all  of  a  sudden  a  little  smoke  appeared  offour  left  bow. 
Then  everyone  rushed  for  their  glasses  and  very  shortly  I  noticed 
smoke  arising  in  three  different  directions.  Then  three  boats  came 
into  sight  and  then  some  more  smoke  appeared  in  two  other  directions 
and  in  a  very  few  minutes  we  could  see  five  boats  rushing  towards 
us  from  the  north.  These  boats  grew  bigger  and  bigger  every  second 
until  we  could  see  that  they  were  Destroyers  and  moging  through  the 
water  at  a  wonderful  rate  of  speed.  At  last  they  came  quite  close 
and  I  was  amused  to  see  the  size  of  the  darn  things.  They  are  about 
as  big  as  a  good  sized  gasoline  launch  and  that's  all,  but  £ordy  how 
they  can  travel.  They  can  go  almost  40  miles  an  hour.  Well  they 
crossed  our  bows  and  circled  around  and  each  of  the  five  attached 
itself  to  a  transport  with  an  extra  one  for  the  cruiser.  Then  it  was 
every  boat  for  itself.  We  are  on  the  slowest  old  tub  in  the  British 

Isles  and  in  no  time  we  were  left  behind  with  our  Destroyer,  much  to 

the  amusement  of  the  troops  on  the  other  ships,  who  went  past  us  like 
wildfire  while  we  kept  plugging  along  at  our  same  old  speed  of  about 
11  miles  an  hour. 

It  was  quite  a  sight  from  the  rear  to  see  the  other  three 
transports  and  the  cruiser  and  their  respective  destroyers  scattering* 
all  over  the  face  of  creation.  Two  went  to  the  north  of  us  and  two 

to  the  south  and  we  lost  sight  of  them  in  about  3  hours,  and  we  were 

left  alone  with  one  littlesqui bb  of  a  destroyer  and  believe  me  we 
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felt  quite  lonesome  for  a  v/hile.  But  our  lonesomeness  vanished 
shortly  after  we  saw  that  little  boat  working  for  a  while.  The 
only  thing  I  can  compare  it  with  is  a  Fox  Terrier  which  may  seem  a 
fooling  similie  but  it’s  dead  true.  You  remember  how  Paddy  used 
to  wander  up  and  down  and  run  up  to  any  dog,  irrespective  of  its  size 
with  his  hair  all  bristling  up  and  then  if  no  scrap  was  imminent 
he  would  take  a  sniff  or  two  and  then  trot  along  back  to  his  place 
and  be  as  restless  as  ever. 

Well  our  torpeda  Boat  Destroyer  No.  72  is  exactly  like  poor 

old  Paddy  in  every  particular.  The  darn  thing  is  never  content 

to  stay  near  us  as  I  should  say,  beside  us  but  it  is  on  the  move 

all  the  time.  First  it  is  on  one  side  of  us  and  then  it  puts  on 

a  little  steam  and  cuts  past  our  bows  and  stays  on  the  other  side 

for  a  few  minutes  and  then  back  again  and  so  on.  But  when  it  sees 

* 

another  ship  you  just  ought  to  see  it  dig  dn  its  toes  and  go  after 
it  at  full  speed,  with  its  guns  all  ready  for  instant  use.  Then  it 
slows  down  and  circles  the  other  ship  a  couple  of  times  and  then 
heats  it  back  to  where  we  are  plodding  our  v/e ary  way  and  takes  up 
its  former  occupation  of  restlessness,  and  roaming  from  side  to  side 
and  always  on  the  look  out  for  a  scrap. 

They  are  great  little  boats.  I  think  1*11  steal  one  and  bring 
it  home  to  let  Franks  kids  play  with  it. 

This  morning  I  was  up  bright  and  early  as  I  had  to  do  my  tour 
of  duty  on  the  bridge  on  "Submarine  lookout".  Naturally  I  didn’t 
see  any  Subs  but  I  did  see  the  North  coast  of  Ireland  and  (as  you  know 
how  pretty  it  looks) I  won’t  try  to  describe  it,  but  I  certainly 
thought  it  was  the  most  beautiful  piece  of  country  I  had  ever  seen. 


bi  • 

®r-T  ••il/fw  a  iot  sciJtrflroY  $• orf  ©144 IX  /off.  w««  oo  ie41o  \,Ij*iorfa 
a  2.  sj?  ^*c  iojtrf-’  xd  «  »i  r. .« .*  44  oio^co  a*©  7  ;v---  *1*- 

l  vhb  v:.:  ;  :  .*  r<ma  ,ji-£  •  ©*  ..  bfcSi  -'i±  Jrurf  AiXxfiJo  iloc;. 

asJL«  «41  !©  oir£4o©  ?*-.•!  •  .%C'j  \jso  oj  ^  ba*  met  hi-*  qo  1*  'am  ©4 
jnsfilfwi.  sow  qiioa  on  IX  t>  n  qfs  qnlfftl’Ui  Xia  ’ll*?.  ti  ■  d4iw 

2  ■  :q  BJtrf  04  Jfosr;  t,ccI_  4o*u  ns  .•  fcjxs  c*4  v.  llJtn-.  -  ts*t  bltm  3 

*  a  rr-.  -  *«»  ’i  ft  1  5  -:  3'  ;  . 

•xocq  ©jfiJ  ^X4oAxe  ti  .':"  •  ©"'  ir^c-Kr  >©C  4*o:a  £b®nr4  u«o  I  IW 

J.,f95fl00  ;f!FO;  *1  rslr1*  '-itb  Off*  .1  r»/'o;r^.  V*®v®  ni  v>  ,j-A  01  o 

s^ofl  orfj  nc  al  41  4 inf  su  obloAtf  i\ac  *i*jojfa  X  so  aw  *iasb  YA4”*  ©4 
no  .|4uq  44  B©  4  }H£  ft-.  tO  ©1>J  ©0‘-  rn>  .-  4  4  4©ii*  «o*l4  vTJ  I1b 
©bia  ted-c  ©f>«r  cro  ^o4«  bae  a*rod  i^c  4aaq  axwo  tn*  jr*bf%  ©14411  a 
8  s?  41  ns  4*8  .ae  CP  bre  nl jr^a  rfasrf  «•-  4  b  o  esliini  we^  i  not 
*iScl3  o-g  tons  asoi  c41  rr©  jib  41  oe*  o4  4rf:sjuc  4«wt  l*cX  qlds  "xertfonA 
41  n®riT  .©«•/  4ixa4  ©nl  id  ^baei  XXa  MWJ  «4i  K4iw  ,bs©q©  Xlbt  4a  41 

nsril  bn®  asffia  to  ©Iqwco  a  qlrfa  i®xf4o  ed4  eeXoilo  4fiA  cwob  awcla 

c.j  bs:  *j4  b  $  ic*s?.  Y’ASi  •  m>  ibbolq  ©ia  a*  ©i-%r^  ©5  doacf  4i  e4Afd 
sbla  o4  Able  itrcH  jnlmain  ©no  ,a«©ir*a©X4(i©i  to  noi4Aqiio©o  UOlot  *41 

,  :«ioa  •  •>ot  w.  c  :•  c 1  ©  4  r:.c  e^S*  ©no 

.><%,  9  -  Xb©48  XX*  I  ?  a.  I  •84AC-X  9lj  II  i-'ASIJ  ©X-.  X*“T 

•41  ii4 X r  c  &b i >'  A^rsiq  4ol  ©4  3'  •••'  J  “. 

jjc4  y,m  ofc  oj  ©Ad  T  *&  xl’ima  bn*  jrtt&iid  qa  aao  I  gnirmcas  oln? 
4*nbl©  I  xrlA*t*i4oT5  .'ioolBbJ  ©nllootfoP"  ©<t4  1© 

■?c  .  '  rev  o»)  bn*  bfjfitsil  1c  4a*  co  d4aol  trt4  9»s  bib  I  $ -;?  *4 -r-  s^a 
XlfliA4l©©  I  4©d  ,41  ©cfltoaOb  04  f»4  4#«sow  I(o4coX  4i  x#4 
r  a  lavs  bad  1  y*s4cjjco  to  ©oal  :14ii»©d  4ao*i  ©fl-i  aaw  41  4 rij*/or(4 


Everything  looked  so  green  and  fresh  and  the  houses  so  neat  and  white 

why  it  certainly  looked  like  Heaven  after  a  week  or  more  of  nothing 

♦ 

hut  the  sea.  I  wont  try  to  describe  it  as  it  was  too  beautiful 
for  words.  The  rest  of  the  day  we  have  spent  in  dodging  light  houses 
and  rocks  and  about  3  hours  ago  we  rounded  the  Isle  of  Man  and  are 
now  about  -J-  hour  out  of  Liverpool.  We  will  anchor  in  the  Mersey  to¬ 
night  and  to-morrow  we  will  be  on  our  way  to  God  knows  where. 

t 

But  as  youmay  be  sure  the  first  chance  I  get  I* 11  write  and  let 
you  both  know  and  in  the  meantime  1*11  write  the  Toronto  Globe  Office 

and  tell  them  to  forward  my  mail.  I  hope  to  get  leave  to  London  soon 

and  when  I  do  1*11  look  up  Jessie  Scott  the  first  thing. 

It  is  now  exactly  10.30  P.M,  and  I*ve  just  been  up  on  deck  and 
in  the  distance  I  can  see  millions  of  lights  so  I  guess  we  are 
nearly  at  Liverpool  at  last.  In  fact  the  pilot’s  boat  has  just  come 
along  side  and  at  the  present  moment  the  pilot  is  coming  up  the  side 
of  the  ship  and  the  boys  are  all  giving  him  a  cheer.  The  Destroyer 

is  still  alongside  about  200  yards  away*  but  how  long  it  will  stay 

there  I  dont  know.  How  Mother  I  must  quit  now  and  hand  this  letter 
to  the  Chaplan  to  post  as  he  will  get  on  shore  on  his  own  hook  for 
a  while  to-morrow  morning  and  1*11  see  that  a  cable  is  sent  via  the 
same  route. 

How  Good  Bye  and  God  Bless  You  both,  and  1*11  write  you  again 
in  a  couple  of  days  at  the  latest. 

Your  loving  Son, 


Gerald, 
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"TELEGRAM" 


LIVERPOOL »  AUG.  2l/l6. 


MALONE, 

TORONTO. 


"ARRIVED  WELL" 


MALONE , 


Dated  19th. 


"*'AHry*TTr« 


«  '•t&c.tam 

. 
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Bramshott  Camp, 


August  21st,  1916. 

Dear  Father: - 

Here  we  are  now  safely  quartered  in  a  real  camp.  It  is  heaven 
after  Camp  Borden  and  I  wouldn’t  want  to  go  back  there  for  quite  a 
bit  after  two  days  of  this  place.  As  you  know  we  arrived  in  Liverpool 
late  Friday  evening  and  anchored  in  the  Mersey  for  the  night,  and 
pulled  up  to  the  Princes  Landing  Stage  very  early  Saturday  morning. 

We  spent  practically  all  morning  unloading  the  boat  and  it  was  not 
until  after  11  o’clock  that  we  disembarked  and  walked  off  the  landing 
and  into  the  station.  As  we  walked  into  the  old  station  there 
waiting  for  us  was  the  little  old  toy  train  which  caused  a  big  laugh 
and  a  cheer  from  the  boys.  However  we  all  piled  in  eight  to  a 
compartment  which  in  civilian  life  holds  ten  but  you  must  remember 
each  man  had  all  his  kit  which  is  a  fairly  bulkypackage  and  therefore 
made  things  rather  crowded. 

From  the  time  the  train  started  every  man  had  his  head  out  of 
the  doors  cheering  and  kidding  all  the  passersby  and  everyone  that 
would  look  at  us.  Someone  found  a  piece  of  chalk  and  wrote  in  big 
letters  all  over  the  train,  "134th  Battalion ,  Highlanders,  Canada”. 

So  as  soon  as  the  people  saw  that  we  were  from  Canada  they  turned  out 

in  force  and  cheered  and  waved  flags  at  us  and  all  the  darn  boats  in 

Liverpool  harbour  blev;  their  whistles  and  they,  with  our  men  cheering 
was  certainly  a  devil  of  a  noise.  it  was  the  same  all  along  the 

route,  people  waved  and  cheered  us  all  the  way  from  Liverpool  to 

Liphook,  where  we  got  off  the  train  and  marched  2£  miles,  mostly  up 
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hill  to  Bramshott  Camp.  On  our  way  up  we  passed  through  Birmingham 
Oxford  and  all  those  places  and  the  scenery  was  magnificent  hut  was 
entirely  English.  The  English  people  certainly  gave  us  a  grand 

reception .And  at  every  station.  they  crowded  around  and  gave  us  the 

once  over  and  asked  all  sorts  of  fool  questions. 

Bramshott  Camp  is  situated  on  the  top  of  one  of  numerous  'large 
hills  and  the  soil  is  a  clayish  nature,  which  certainly  gets  over 
our  Camp  Borden  dust.  However,  this  is  a  real  camp  and  is  laid  out 
accordingly.  There  are  no  tents  here.  Everyone  lives  in  huts 
which  are  about  120 ‘xSS*  and  each  hut  has  sleeping  accomodation  for 
about  38  men.  The  huts  themselves  are  laid  out  facing  on  paved 
streets  and  are  built  entirely  of  lathe  on  brick  foundations,  and 
all  painted  a  dark  red.  Each  has  a  perfectly  good  floor,  raised 
about3'  off  the  ground  and  the  walls  are  all  lined  with  some  kind  of 

tin  stuff.  So  you  see  we  are  awfully  comfortable.  The  officers 

quarters  are  built  exactly  on  the  same  principle.  Our  sleeping 
quarters  are  just  the  same  as  the  mens  with  the  exception  that  instead 
of  one  big  room  we  have  partitions,  which  divide  it  up  into  about 
six  rooms  to  a  hut,  and  two  live  in  each  room.  I  am  living  with 
Stoney  Lougheed,  our  Doc.  you  remember  him  at  Camp  Borden  and* 

Niagara  and  a  great  little  head  he  is.  We  have  all  sorts  of  room 
and  we  are  trying  to  get  it  furnished.  At  present  we  each  have 
a  canvas  folding  bed,  two  tables,  two  chairs,  and  a  mirror.  We  are 
adding  to  it  all  gradually  and  before  long  we  will  have  some 
joint.  Doc.  Maclachlan,  Marcel  Morgan  and  Hugh  Murray  are  all  in 
the  same  house,  while  the  rest  have  distributed  themselves 
amongst  the  other  five. 
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For  our  mess  we  have  a  separate  hut  which  stands  on  the  edge 
of  a  very  deep  hill  at  the  "bottom  of  which  is  the  quaint  old  Village 
of  Hammersbottom.  It's  an  ass  of  a  name  isn*t  it.  But  it  is  a 
typical  old  English  Village  or  Sleepy  Hollow  as  the  men  call  it. 

They  visit  it  quite  often  as  there  is  a  pub  there  which  does  a  roaring 
trade  after  drill  hours# 

The  training  system  is  entirely  different  here  than  in  Canada. 

At  home  we  were  all  made  to  get  right  in  amongst  the  men  and  mix  with 
them  on  every  occasion  and  in  fact  look  after  them  and  their  comfort 
in  every  way.  But  over  here  we  have  been  instructed  to  get  down  to 
the  English  System  which  means  leaving  them  men  to  themselves  and  to 
quit  mothering  them  as  it  were,  and  to  let  the  Hon.  Commissioned 
Officers  do  all  that  for  us.  That  is  one  reason  I  suppose  why  we 
are  quartered  so  far  away  from  them,  it  is  an  entire  change  from 
what  we  have  been  all  used  to  and  it  is  going  to  take  a  long  time  to 
break  myself  of  the  habit  of  butting  in  to  their  affairs.  Of  course, 
this  doesn't  mean  that  we  are  to  make  snobs  of  ourselves  and  hold 
ourselves  above  them,  but  it  is  intended  to  accustom  the  N.C.O's  to 
take  hold  and  manage  things  according  to  our  instructions.  Another 
thing  they  are  very  strict  about  is  saluting.  I  thought  General 
logie  was  bad  enough  but  he  was  a  joke  compared  with  this  gang.  Here 
every  man  must  salute  every  officer  whenever  he  passes  one,  no  matter 
whether  in  the  Camp  area  or  not  (at  Borden  and  Niagara  ?/hen  in  the 
Camp  lines  we  didn't  bother  about  saluting  as  it  is  a  darned  nuisance) 
and  if  a  man  does  not  salute  we  have  instructions  to  stop  him  and  ask 
*he  reason  for  the  omission.  If  we  don't  do  this  we  are  liable  to  be 
hauled  up  on  the  carpet  as  there  are  numerous  spgstters  all  about  the 
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country  in  the  guise  of  Sergeant-Majors  and  officers  whose  duty  it 
is  to  report  to  Headquarters  any  infringement  of  the  rule.  This  is 
going  to  be  mighty  hard  on  us  Canadians.  But  we  are  not  very  much 
worried  at  present.  There  isn*t  much  more  to  tell  at  present  until 
I  get  onto  the  hang  of  things,  then  I  may  have  more  to  tell  you. 

Eut  we  are  all  tickled  to  death  with  our  location  and  on  Thursday 
"Aw  and  nBM  Companies  start  on  a  6  day  landing  leave.  I  will  beat 
it  straight  for  London  where  I  will  spend  all  my  time  and  the  first 
thing  I  do  1*11  look  up  Jessie  Scott.  I  have  her  addreg  s  here. 

I  wrote  to  Jimmie  Ryrie  so  I  hope  to  see  him  also.  X  will  drop 
you  a  note  from  the  big town  without  fail  and  let  you  know  how  things 
are  going.  How  are  you  both  keeping?  I  hope  you  took  your  little 
vacation  and  that  it  did  you  both  the  ?/orld  of  good. 

Remember  me  to  Uncle  Jim  and  all  that  gang. 

Good  Bye  and  God  Bless  you  both  and  take  the  best  of  care  of 
yourselves • 

Your  loving  Son, 

Gerald. 

P.S.  You  had  better  keep  addressing  my  mail  to  the  Globe  as  it  will 
reach  me  just  as  soon  that  ?/ay  if  not  sooner. 

G. 
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OFFICERS  '  CLUB  ROOMS 


HOTEL  CECIL, 

LOUDOH.  W.C. 

August  30th,  1916* 

Dear  Mother:- 

As  requested  we  got  our  landing  leave  and  heat  it  straight  for 
London  Thursday  night,  where  we  put  up  at  the  Cecil  and  have  made  it 
our  headquarters  during  our  stay.  London,  in  the  day  time,  is  the 
same  old  town  as  ever,  except  that  the  only  sight  seekers  you  see 
these  days  are  not  Americans  hut  men  in  khaki  from  Canada,  Australia, 
Hew  Zealand  and  South  Africa.  They  are  everywhere  and  poking  their 
noses  into  all  the  old  historical  spots  in  town.  In  fact  London  is 
over  run  with  "Colonials”  as  we  are  all  termed. 

Very  few  men  of  military  age  are  seen  about  the  streets  still 
in  civilian  clothes,  as  everyone  of  military  age  and  physically  fit 
are  all  in  the  game.  There  are  a  few  running  about  in  "civies"  hut 
in  9  cases  out  of  10  you  will  find  that  these  are  hoys  home  on  leave 
or  else  convalescents.  Recruiting  sergeants  are  a  thing  of  the 
past  now.  A  very  funny  thing  which  I  couldn’t  help  noticing  was 
the  way  in  which  the  Australians  to  a  man  salute  the  Canadian 
officers,  a  thing  they  don't  do  to  their  own.  I  remarked  on  this 
subject  to  an  Australian  to  whom  I  was  talking  the  other  day  and 
he  told  me  that  there  was  nothing  funny  about  it  as  all  those  hoys 
realized  that  the  Canadians  were  holding  the  hardest  piece  of  the 
line  in  France  and  this  was  their  tribute  to  gameness  and  fighting 
qualities  of  the  Canucks. 

The  Canadians  are  treated  like  Princes  over  here.  If  its 
known  you  are  from  Canada  the  town  is  yours  (if  you  can  show 
enough  money).  We  are  the  fish  everywhere  you  go,  and  if  you 
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dont  look  out  they* 11  all  soak  you  in  the  neck  for  everything. 

I  really  dont  blame  the  English  much  "because  I  never  in  my  life 
saw  a  crazier  hunch  of  Indians  than  the  Canadians  when  they  strike 
this  town  for  a  few  days.  The  way  money  is  thrown  around  is  a 
shame.  Saving  money  is  the  last  thing  anyone  thinks  of.  The  motto 
is  "You  have  only  the  extent  of  your  leave  to  get  rid  of  your  money" 
so  everyone  manages  to  wind  up  their  holidays  broke  and  heat  it  hack 
to  Camp  quite  satisfied  and  looking  forward  to  the  next  leave. 

"Easy  come  and  easy  go"  is  certainly  applicable  to  the 
army  pay.  However,  I  have  a  nice  little  wad  salted  down  in  the 
hank  for  future  reference  and  there  it  will  stay  until  needed. 

London  at  night  is  a  wonderful  sight.  All  the  street  lights 
are  dimmed  and  you  can  hardly  see  across  the  road, while  thousands 
of  search  lights  are  continually  flashing  all  over  the  sky  looking 
for  Zepps.  It  is  an  awesome  sight  and  I  stood  for  a  while  every 
night  watching  for  them,  hut  never  a  Zepp  have  I  seen  or  heard 
although  I  believe  there  were  some  hanging  about  a  few  nights  ago, 
which  did  little  or  no  damage  around  the  outskirts  of  the  City* 

The  best  of  the  whole  town  is  meeting  the  hoys  who  left  Toronto 
months  ago  and  who  pike  for  London  whenever  they  get  a  chance.  On 
Sunday  up  in  our  room  they  began  to  congregate  early  in  the 
afternoon  and  before  long  the  place  was  jammed  with  fellows  from 
Toronto,  who  were  either  back  from  the  front  wounded  or  on  leave, 
as  well  as  a  lot  who  had  never  seen  Prance  as  yet.  There  must  have 
been  between  30  and  40  all  told  and  believe  me  we  had  a  wild  old 
time  for  a  while.  Everyone  v/as  talking  at  once  and  the  only 
way  to  make  yourself  heard  was  to  shout,  which  everyone  did  to 
the  kings  taste.  Talk  about  a  row,  I  thought  everyone  of  us  had 
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gone  dippy  and  half  expected  the  Manager  of  the  hotel  to  come  up 
and  kick  us  all  out.  As  nearly  everyone  was  an  old  Varsity  boy, 
someone  started  the  old  Varsity  yell.  That  was  all  that  was  needed, 
just  someone  to  start  it,  and  we  all  threw  back  our  heads  and 
howled  it  out  once  and  then  again  and  a  third  time.  In  the  mean¬ 
time  fellows  I  had  never  seen  or  heard  of  before  came  running  up 
the  hall  and  tried  to  crowd  into  the  room,  gome  of  whom  couldn't 
so  stayed  outside  and  yelled  "Toronto,  Toronto,  Toronto,  Varsity  etc" 
with  us.  I  poked  my  head  out  of  the  window  to  see  how  the  natives 
were  enjoying  it  and  as  I  looked  I  noticed  about  a  dozen  heads  all 
around  me,  some  above,  gome  below,  and  some  on  either  side  from 
different  rooms  all  around  the  hotel  yelling  the  same  old  yell, 
and  going  nearly  crazy.  Things  quieted  down  for  a  couple  of 
minutes  and  then  some  chap  poked  his  head  out  of  the  Savoy  Hotel 
window  and  started  the  yell  all  by  himself,  as  soon  as  we,  in  the 
Cecil  heard  it  we  all  dove  for  the  window  and  gave  him  a  cheer.  It 
was  most  certainly  the  wildest  half  hour  I  ever  spent  in  my  life. 

I  cant  begin  to  tell  you  who  all  were  there  but  amongst  others  v/ere 
Harry  Symons,  the  two  Hargrafts,  Reg.  Elliot,  Eat  McKendrick, 

Guy  Rutter,  Gordon  Ross,  Stunt  Stayner,  Heath  Stone,  and  many  others 
that  I  cant  just  think  of  at  this  minute. 

It  was  certainly  a  great  day. 

The  first  morning  I  arrived  here  I  went  to  the  "Globe"  and 
got  yours  and  Fathers  letter  and  it  was  great.  It  seemed  next 
best  thing  to  being  home  again.  I  also  got  one  from  Jessie  Scott,  I 
then  went  to  the  bank  to  deposit  some  money  and  no  sooner  was  I 
inside  the  door  when  someone  grabbed  me  by  the  arm  and  I  heard 
"Gerald  Malone  you  dear  boy"  I  turned  and  there  was  Mrs.  Scott 
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as  large  as  life  and  her  face  covered  with  smiles*  We  then  grabbed 
and 

each  o ther/almost  did  the  "Grizzley  Bear”  right  in  the  bank,  much 
to  everyone* s  amusement  and  delight,  but  what  the  duece  did  I  care? 
Well  we  stuck  together  the  rest  of  the  day  and  later  on  got  Jessie 
and  the  three  of  us  had  dinner  together  and  went  to  a  show  in  the 
evening*  It  was  a  great  day,  I  enjoyed  it  more  than  I  can  tell 
and  I  think  they  did  too*  The  night  before  last  I  had  dinner  at 
Jessies.  Mrs*  Scott  was  there  and  we  had  a  great  old  talk  all 
evening,  then  I  took  5jrs.  Scott  home.  She  certainly  is  a  wonder 
and  the  best  friend  anyone  could  have  anywhere. 

I  will  have  to  quit  now  but  will  write  when  I  get  back  to  Camp 
sometime  to-morrow.  I  am  feeling  fine  and  well  and  enjoying  every 
minute,  and  I  hope  you  both  are  feeling  bully  after  your  holiday. 
Take  real  good  care  of  yourselves  and  tell  me  all  the  news  soon. 

With  all  the  love  in  the  world  to  you  both. 

Your  loving  Son, 


Gerald, 
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Bramshott  Camp, 


Hants,  England., 

Sept.  4th,  1916# 

Bear  Father:  - 

If  I  remember  right, this  is  Labor  Day  in  Toronto  and  the 
Exhibition  is  now  at  its  height.  Everyone  here  has  been  commenting 
on  the  fact  and  we  would  all  like  to  be  at  the  Ex  to-night.  But  we 
are  going  to  have  a  little  exhibition  of  our  own  this  evening,  which 
will  keep  us  busy  until  midnight,  i,  e,  night  manouvres.  Two  companies 
are  to  hold  a  certain  line  and  the  rest  of  the  battalion  are  going  to 
attack  us.  As  I  am  in  command  of  one  of  the  picket  lines,  it  is 
going  to  be  a  good  job  and  a  whole  lot  of  fun. 

We  arrived  safely  back  at  Camp  last  Wednesday  night,  after  a 
great  six  days  holiday,  and  began  to  pitch  right  in  to  work  where 
we  left  off  about  a  week  previous.  At  the  present  time  I  am  taking 
a  refresher  course  in  Musketry  at  the  Camp,  so  necessarily  am  relieved 
from  all  battalion  duties,  it  is  a  cinch  of  a  course,  almost 
identical  with  the  one  I  took  in  Toronto  last  winter,  so  I*m  having 
a  good  loaf  and  getting  the  sleep  I  need  to  put  me  even,  because  that 
is  one  thing  you  never  think  of  doing  in  London. 

On  Saturday,  after  many  days  of  nosing  about,  we  discovered  a 
golf  club  within  four  miles  of  our  Camp  so  John  Miln,  Doc.  MacLachlan, 
Stoney  Lougheed  and  myself  went  out  and  looked  it  over,  jt  is  about 
two  miles  from  the  quaint  old  Village  of  Hindhead  and  is  undoubtedly 
the  prettiest  course  I  ever  saw  in  my  life.  The  person  who  laid  out 
the  course  was  a  marvel,  because  it  is  what  I  consider  the  most 
unlikely  looking  piece  of  land  on  earth  for  a  course.  It  is  merely 
a  continual  succession  of  hills,  awfully  steep  and  covered  with  every 
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kind  of  tree  on  earth  and  fairly  purple  with  heather,  while  away  in 
the  distance  you  can  see  a  large  range  of  hills,  at  the  bottom  of 
which  is  quite  a  large  lake  called  Eresham  Pond.  It  is  a  beautiful 
sight  and  especially  when  the  hills  are  all  coloured  with  heather. 
The  course  itself  is  a  dandy.  The  fair- way  is  only  a  mere  path 
of  about  100  feet  in  width  ,  between  hills,  and  if  ever  you  get  out 
of  it  you  will  find  your  pill  resting  quietly  under  a  lot  of  heather 
then  you  will  require  to  use  your  heaviest  niblick  to  get  back  on 
the  fair-way  inside  of  four  strokes.  Well  we  no  sooner  saw  the 
course  when  we  went  into  the  club  house,  which  is  a  small  rough 
cast  building  and  entirely  in  harmony  with  the  surroundings,  where 
v/e  discovered  that  all  C.E.F.Off icers  were  honorary  members.  This 
looked  awfully  good  to  us  so  we  borrowed  four  sets  of  clubs  from 
the  Caddie  Master  and  bought  a  mess  of  balls  and  had  a  game,  I  was 
as  wild  as  usual  and  the  number  of  times  I  found  the  heather  was  a 
shame.  One  hole  took  me  16  strokes  and  three  or  four  others  12  each 
But  all the  others  had  the  same  difficulty  so  we  had  an  exciting  game 
On  Sunday,  immediately  after  Church  Parade,  we  got  a  bus  and 
drove  out  again  and  spent  the  rest  of  the  day  digging  heather.  We 
had  lunch  and  supper  there  and  believe  me  these  English  certainly 
know  how  to  cook.  It  seemed  good  but  Ella  could  teach  them  a  lot 
if  she  were  here.  It  seemed  so  good  up  there  that  Johnnie  Miln 
and  I,  each  bought  a  set  of  clubs  for  about  15  shillings,  so  we 
intend  to  make  that  our  headquarters  every  chance  we  get  with 
occasional  trips  to  London  on  the  side. 

Everyone  is  quite  pleased  with  the  way  they  brought  a  Zepp 
to  earth  the  other  night.  We  knew  there  was  a  raid  on  but  didn’t 
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see  any  sign  of  it.  We  knew  of  it  because  at  3*30  A.M.  Headquarters  sent 
out  orders  for  everyone  to  get  up  and  dressed  and  be  ready  to  turn 
out  at  a  seconds  notice.  You  may  be  sure  we  were  all  out  searching 
the  sky  for  Zepps  but  nary  a  sign  did  we  see.  About  an  hour  later 
we  received  orders  to  "revert  to  norma!  conditions1’  and  it  was  not 
until  next  day  we  heard  that  they  copped  a  Zepp  near  London. 

I  received  your  letter  from  Quebec  when  I  arrived  back  in 
Gamp  and  was  awfully  glad  to  hear  from  you  both,  and  that  you  were 
having  a  nice  trip#  I'm  sure  its  just  what  you  both  need  and  will 
do  the  world  of  good.  If  that  is  so  ,  why  take  a  whole  lot  more  of 
them. 

I  must  stop  now  as  supper  is  ready,  after  which  we  will  be  on 
our  way  until  midnight. 

With  best  love  to  both  Mother  and  Yourself,  and  God  bless  you  all. 

Your  loving  Son , 


Gerald, 


.  .  .  ••  .  ..  H 


.  ~  -  ...  .  »  , 

i.  .  ••  -  -  •„  •  I  =  .  V 

H  0  ■  ■'  C  ,  ■  " 

* 

1  r  .  w  ,j.-\  1 

jjl  <.  v  UQ'i  mo ‘it  laarf  otf  x>*L  xlLu'ttfa  za#  ana  qraaO 

.  -  o.'  i  ••  .  0.: 

■ 


tf  XX ir.  3  ).  ISj  tja  #i^Si  ai  ;  s  won  qo-  ,  .  I 

. 


t  :  t  v  *  .  .  TY 


Bramshott  Camp, 


Hants,  Sept*  11th,  1916. 

Dear  Mother: - 

I  received  Fathers  and  your  letter  the  other  day,  which  was 
written  from  Lamb ton,  and  I  was  awfully  glad  to  hear  from  you  both 
and  to  know  that  you  were  enjoying  yourselves  after  your  trip  up 
at  the  Club.  Just  wait  though  until  next  spring  and  you  get  the 
bug*  I  think  its  an  awfully  good  idea  for  you  to  start  the  game 
as  I'm  sure  you'll  easily  be  able  to  enlarge  your  flow  of  the 
Kings  English*  However,  development  of  the  vocabulary  is  alright 
but  don't  lose  your  temper  too  often  and  beat  your  opponent  over 
the  head  with  your  niblick  just  because  you  happen  to  miss  the 
ball.  Another  little  tip  is  not  to  get  sore  if  your  opponent 
should  step  on  your  ball  and  sink  it  nearly  out  of  sight.  Just 
bite  your  teeth  and  try  and  play  it  out,  but  the  first  chance  you 
get  pick  up  his  ball  and  put  it  in  your  pocket  and  let  him  hunt 
for  a  while. 

I  have  been  playing  golf  pretty  regularly  since  I  returned 
from  London  and  these  are  some  of  the  local  rules  which  we  play 
under,  much  to  the  English  Caddies  disgust  who  claim  that  "it 
isn't  done  in  this  country".  The  Caddies  are  a  couple  of  old 
bucks  who  should  be  walking  about  on  crutches  but  are  wonderful 
on  following  the  ball,  but  they  think  we  Canadians  are  a  scream. 

They  can't  understand  why  we  don't  observe  the  conventionalities 
of  the  game  as  is  done  here.  For  example  we  talk  to  each  other 
all- the  time,  which  is  not  proper.  Silence  should  prevail.  Doc. 
MacLachlan  doesn't  yet  know  the  technical  terms  and  will  insist  on 
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calling  his  clubs  "cues**  as  though  he  were  playing  billiards. 

Once  he  sliced  the  drive  frightfully  and  he  turned  and  blamed 
the  Caddie  for  not  putting  more  chalk  on  his  cue.  The  language 
is  grand  all  during  the  game  and  the  poor  old  Caddies  just  look 
at  us  in  amasement.  Another  outrage  against  golf  etiquette  which 
we  always  commit  is  the  taking  off  our  coats.  The  game  over  here 
is  full  of  formalities,  not  that  it  bothers  us  very  much,  but  some 
old  timers  look  at  us  in  disgust,  but  when  they  see  we  are 
Canadians  they  more  or  less  forgive  us  because  they  know  we  don’t 
know  any  better.  We  have  a  lot  of  fun  at  the  Hindhead  Golf  Club 
and  I  go  out  whenever  I  get  the  chance.  Its  a  whole  lot  cheaper 
than  going  to  London  and  I  have  more  fun.  All  Saturday  afternoon 
and  Sunday  I  was  playing  with  Johnnie  Miln,  but  next  week  end  I 
expect  to  get  leave  and  if  I  do  I’ll  go  up  to  London  with  A1  Ramsey 
and  see  a  good  show  and  call  on  Mrs.  Scott.  Things  are  just  the 
same  as  ever  around  the  Camp.  I  am  still  on  a  Musketry  Course, 
which  lasts  until  to-morrow  and  then  I’ll  be  back  with  the  battalion 
and  will  have  to  settle  down  to  hard  work. 

AL1  the  battalion  to-day  were  inoculated  for  Pari  Typhoid, 
which  I  understand  has  the  dose  we  received  in  Toronto  beaten  to 
death,  as  it  contains  a  kick  like  a  4.5  centimeter  gun.  Quite  a 
number  of  the  officers  have  gone  to  bed  and  most  likely  will  be 
there  for  a  couple  of  days. 

I  will  get  my  dose  to-morrow  night  and  then  will  get  48  hours 
off  duty  in  order  to  recuperate.  Everyone  gets  the  48  hours  whether 

i 

they  need  it  or  not,  so  if  you  are  not  sick  you  have  a  soft  couple 
of  days. 

I  guess  I’ll  stop  now  as  I  have  to  study  for  exams  to-morrow. 
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I  was  awfully  glad  to  get  your  letters  and  to  hear  that  you 
are  hoth  feeling  fine.  Keep  up  the  good  work  and  tell  me  all  the 
latest  gossip. 

Best  love  to  both  yourself  and  Father, 

Good  night  and  God  Bless  You# 

Your  loving  Son, 


Gerald# 
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Bramshott  Camp, 


Hants,  Sept.  13th,  1916. 

Dear  Pawj- 

I  was  certainly  tickled  to  death  to-day  to  receive  two  letters 
from  home.  One  from  Mother  and  one  from  you  dated  the  29th  August. 
Evidently  you  haven't  received  my  first  letter  yet,  hut  I  have  no 
doubt  that  long  before  this  arrives  you  will  have  received  them 
all  to  date.  I  also  must  thank  you  for  the  clippings  from  the 
Toronto  papers,  which  I  thoroughly  enjoy  reading,  and  when  I  finish 
them  X  pass  them  around  and  you  can  just  bet  all  the  boys  appreciate 
them  too.  I  haven't  received  the  weekly  papers  as  yet  but  I  guess 
they  are  on  their  way  and  will  arrive  in  due  course.  I  am  awfully 
glad  to  hear  of  Frank's  good  fortune  in  landing  a  real  job  and  I'm 
sure  he'll  make  good  and  hold  it  down  to  the  Kings  taste. 

Mother  was  asking  in  her  letter  if  I  needed  anything  in  the 

grub  or  clothes  line.  Tell  her  that  I'm  getting  so  darn  fat  that 

I  weigh  nearly  as  much  as  Bill  Burns,  and  as  for  clothes  I  am  mighty 
well  off  and  really  don't  need  a  thing  at  present.  My  socks  are 
good.  Adams,  my  batman,  has  discovered  a  woman  in  Liphook  who  is 
a  widow  and  needs  all  the  help  possible  and  who  does  washing  which 
pretty  nearly  comes  up  to  Ellens  mark,  so  I  send  all  my  clothes  to 
her  and  they  come  back  just  as  good  as  new.  So  you  see  I  am  pretty 

lucky  and  don't  mind  the  thought  a  bit  of  staying  here  all  winter. 

Bramshott  is  a  great  place  and  I  like  it  very  much.  We  have 
Villages  all  around  us  and  each  one  has  its  places  of  interest. 

For  example  Liphook,  a  fairly  large  English  Village,  is  situated 
on  the  London  -  Portsmouth  Road ,and  about  two  and  one  half  miles 
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west  from  camp*  In  the  Village  Square  is  situated  an  immense  old 
chestnut  tree  which  all  the  Villagers  claim  to  he  "The  Spreading 
Chestnut  Tree,  under  which  the  Village  Smithy  stands",  which 
Tennyson  made  famous.  And  about  fifteen  yards  from  this  old  tree 
is  an  old  Inn  called,  "The  Anchor  Inn"  where  nelson  spent  the  last 
night  in  England,  before  going  on  board  the  "Victory"  at  Portsmouth. 

To  the  east  of  us,  at  intervals  of  less  than  a  mile,  are  three 

Villages,  Hammerbottom,  Shottermill,  and  Haselmere,  all  are  quaint 

old  places  and  I  enjoy  myself  to  the  utmost  just  wandering  about. 

is 

Each  has  a  pub  in  the  centre  of  the  place  which/always  filled  with 
soldiers  on  "off  hours"  and  its  here  that  the  barmaids  have  the 
time  of  their  lives.  Just  at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  on  which  the 
Camp  is  situated,  is  a  little  brook  which  is  claimed  to  be  Tennysons 
brook  which  "goes  on  forever". 

This  part  of  Hampshire  is  of  course  Tennysons  country,  but 
whether  these  different  spots  are  "his"  places  or  not  I  don*t  know. 
They  all  claim  it  is  but  they  may  be  just  shooting  the  bull. 

However,  here  is  something  which  is  absolutely  true.  Do  you 
remember  "Ian  Hay*s"  book,  "The  First  Hundred  Thousand"?  Do  you 
remember  how  that  battalion  moved  into  "Mudshott  Camp"  during  the 
winter  months?  Well  Mudshott  Camp  is  none  other  than  Bramshott 
and  the  queer  part  of  it  is  that  the  very  huts  that  that  battalion, 
viz:-  The  Argyle  and  Sutherland  Highlanders,  were  billited  in  are 
the  identical  huts  that  we  are  at  present  occupying.  Our  Quarter¬ 
master  discovered  all  this  only  yesterday  and  you  can  believe  that 
we  were  all  quite  interested  in  the  tale.  Those  Highlanders  moved 
in  here  long  before  the  camp  was  in  the  shape  that  it  now  is. 


i  r£  b^JsuiXe  8 1  e*xs.jp8  f  .  .  . 

<3  e.  •  erf  oj  «isIo  aiejvarXXV  nfj  u*  xoiif«  eeii  3-^3  Sjf., 
#*RDrf*iJe  ^t{3  tacB  e-  IV  or  Irfw  labm#  ,  seiT  ii.niaedD 
c  - r'*  firtnt  abTsnc  xjeeim  ,  3jt>s«  ncexoneT 

88 r  arfi  treoa  noaXetf  ei8dw  «r*nl  *iodonA  erfT"  ,btll bo  rrrrl  bXo  ms  at 
r  >,  ic?  i*  %  ic >i  oiV»  orfi  bisod  rrc 

.••liar  a  rsdi  *-eei  lo  afs^neiri  is  fau  lo  lose  odi  of 
s%8  rX£  .siourleesF  b”a  .Xlicne^v  oris  ,aoii  ocf^erurjiH  « eegsIUV 

X  i  1)  Jli  •:*  *1  Vfoll  .v  I<  8  lo  bU  IS:  9;U  fli  A  .{ 

r  bis:  tu< f  erV  isdi  ensx  s;  1  bfr£  •suort  llo*  no  aTSiblca 
artf  dold*  no  •  X X i if  erid  to  Joel  arii  is  iax/X  .aaWX  ilerfi  \c  ami* 
NirrneT  ecf  oi  bemlsXo  at  ftj  hr  ioo-itf  aliJII  a  al  .beisxwie  «1 

v-  -(Cl  r*c  e-  »  *  1< 

•Vtinuoo  ancaxnneT  aa*xuoo  lo  al  s-ilrTaqa^H  lo  iisq  alrfT  ’ 

T  ^  I  v  «8llio  eaeni  isKiSj-w 

• 

"  leiuXGRrfa  al  ifoldw  *  al  eieif  #* isrewoK 

?"bfueyorfT  beitrwH  iail^  adY»  t>[oo(f  ^sl"  lacfirercai 

sni-xyl)  wqrasD  iicrfebyM*  oirrl  bsrem  iTOllaiiatf  hM  woif  iscteerfrei 

■ 

tnff  nsr'd  -lerfic  9ncr  al  .  }  rsO  i,  or'RbuU  «  XeW  ta-inoa?  isirrlw 
«??' i  TfjJificf  i sti3  iarfi  aix/if  vist  srfi  isrfi  el  31  to  iisq  leeup  odi  bra 
rrl  beilXXlrf  eiew  ,  atebrsfr^lH  bnsIiadJoB  bns  eXxs*xA  arPf  -:x!t 

•Snl\:o>ooo  ineaaif  is  ans  ew  isrfi  aaud  Xsolanebl  erfi 
s  .  ev9iled  nso  uox  brus  v.*fe*ieJae\;  xlno  aldi  IXs  beneyoo  lb  iei^r 

.  Xi-;i  sr'..  til  .  -c .  ••  r  eier. 

» 


There  were  no  such  things  as  payed  roads  and  the  mud  at  that  time 
of  the  year  was  miles  deep,  so  that  is  the  reason  for  the  name 
"Mudshott". 

We  have  just  finished  our  course  in  Musketry  and  we  are  now 
engaged  in  instructing  the  battalion  and  enlightening  them  in  its 
mysteries.  The  course  itself  was  more  or  less  of  a  cinch,  and 
believe  me  many  the  odd  "forty  winks"  I  had,  much  to  our  instructors 
disgust,  and  the  rest  of  the  boys  amusement.  However,  as  I  appeared 
to  know  my  work  he  didn't  have  much  to  say, 

Johnnie  Miln  and  myself  have  been  playing  golf  nearly  every 
afternoon,  as  our  class  dismissed  at  four  ©♦clock,  which  enabled  us 
to  get  a  round  in  easily  and  be  home  just  as  it  was  getting  dark. 
That  is  about  all  the  news  I  can  give  you  at  present,  Hugh 
Murray  sends  his  very  best  regards. 

With  very  best  love  to  both  Mother  and  Yourself,  and  hoping 
that  your  trip  did  you  both  a  world  of  good. 

Good  night  and  God  Bless  you  both. 

Your  loving  Son, 

Gerald, 

P.S.  I  am  enclosing  some  snaps  which  may  prove  interesting. 
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Sept.  18th,  1916. 


Bramshott  Camp. 

Dear  Motherj- 

I  got  the  surprise  of  my  life  last  Friday  night  when  the 
Canadian  mail  arrived  and  I  received  a  letter  from  Father  dated 
August  7th,  evidently  written  just  after  we  had  left.  It  had 
evidently  travelled  all  over  England  and  the  only  way  I  can  account 
for  all  its  wanderings  is  that  the  Globe  had  forwarded  same  to  the 
92nd  battalion  before  I  arrived  and  told  them  where  I  was  quartered. 

I  suppose  they  thought  the  92nd  were  the  only  48th  Highlanders  in 
England.  The  rest  of  my  mail,  I  am  glad  to  say,  has  come  to  me 
directly  with  no  more  delay  than  those  sent  to  the  battalion,  via 
Army  Post  Office,  London.  However,  it  made  great  reading  nevertheless. 
Fathers  clippings  are  also  much  appreciated  by  me  and  the  rest  of 
the  boys,  because  I  pass  them  around  and  they  fairly  eat  those 
clippings  up. 

I  hope  you  received  those  few  photos  I  sent  last  week  because 
they  can  describe  events  and  places  to  you  far  better  than  I  can 
on  paper.  Here  are  a  few  more,  I  collect  them  from  the  different 
fellows  and  send  them  home  just  to  let  you  see  what  we  all  look 
like  in  bonny  England.  I  have  written  on  the  back  of  each  to  let 
you  know  just  where  each  was  taken  and  what  we  were  all  doing  at 
the  time.  Bramshott  is  just  the  same  old  place  as  ever  and  gets 
a  little  tiresome  at  times  so  last  Sunday  Al.  Ramsay  and  I  went  to 
London  for  the  day,  where  we  got  outside  of  a  couple  of  real  meals 
and  met  a  number  of  the  boys  and  best  of  all  we  attended  a  moving 
picture  show  (the  first  one  since  I  was  home)  and  came  back  to 
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camp  that  evening  from  Waterloo  Station  at  eleven  o'clock.  We 
slept  nearly  all  the  way  to  Liphook  and  then  walked  up  to  the 
camp  in  the  rain  and  got  to  bed  shortly  after  two,  I  didn't 
really  get  time  to  look  up  Mrs,  Scott,  but  I  expect  to  go  down  for 
a  week  end  soon  and  then  I'll  try  and  take  her  to  a  show  or  some¬ 
thing  anyway, 

Saturday  was  a  big  day  at  Hindhead  Golf  Club  as  nearly  twenty 
of  the  boys  appeared  on  the  scene  and  swung  the  clubs.  It  is 
certainly  funny  to  see  them  but  funnier  still  to  hear  them,  wrhen 
I  was  playing  the  second  hole  John  Young  and  Doc  Macl'achlan  were 
playing  the  sixth  and  evidently  something  had  gone  seriously  wrong 
because  I  could  quite  plainly  hear  them  cursing  each  other,  and 
John  was  accusing  Doc  of  putting  his  ball  out  of  the  heather  and 
Doc  was  of  the  opinion  that  on  the  last  hole  John  had  stolen  his 
ball.  They  were  talking  awfully  loud  and  the  rest  of  us  were 
laughing  out- -heads  off.  When  they  came  in  they  both  swore  that 
it  was  the  worst  game  on  earth  and  neither  were  quite  sure  which 
was  the  victor.  The  only  thing  John  could  say  was  that  he  had 
lost  a  pounds  worth  of  balls.  Doc,  however,  was  beaming  which 
led  me  to  believe  that  he  had  found  them  and  put  them  in  his 
pocket.  Another  good  game  was  the  one  staged  by  Bill  Beburn,  our 
Paymaster,  and  Ted  Gordon,  neither  had  ever  played  before  but 
they  started  out  with  two  clubs  apiece  and  Bill  ,  every  fifteen 
minutes  or  so,  kept  running  back  to  the  Clubhouse  to  buy  another 
ball.  They  took  over  three  hours  and  a  half  to  play  seven  holes 
and  in  that  time  managed  to  lose  all  their  balls  and  one  putter. 
Bill  also  broke  his  driver  so  they  had  to  quit  in  disgust. 
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Stoney  Lougheed  was  also  sore  because  his  partner  made  him 
count  strokes  whenever  he  fanned.  And  as  they  had  a  bet  on  the 
game  and  evidently  he  lost  so  he  is  sore.  So  you  see  it  was  a 
happy  little  party  all  around.  Gee  it  was  awfully  funny  though. 

Stoney  has  just  come  into  the  room  and  after  fingering  about 
the  Canadian  mail  is  now  sitting  beside  the  fire  and  wondering 
whether  his  girl  has  gone  back  on  him  or  not.  A  more  dejected 
looking  fellow  I  never  saw.  When  I  finish  this  1*11  maul  him 
about  a  bit. 

Things  are  quite  slow  here  now  as  most  of  the  Officers  are 
in  Aldershott  attending  various  courses,  and  as  I  am  helping 
instruct  "D"  Company  in  Musketry,  I  don*t  see  much  of  the  battalion. 
So  you  see  I  can*t  give  you  any  news. 

Stoney  has  started  talking  about  that  girl  of  his  again  so 
I'm  going  to  kill  him  right  now. 

i 

Best  love  to  you  both,  and  God  Bless  you. 

Your  loving  Son, 


Gerald. 
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Bramshott  Camp, 


Sept.  21st  1916. 

Dear  Father 

It  seems  that  every  time  a  Canadian  mail  arrives  at  Camp,  I 
usually  pull  down  a  couple  of  letters  from  you  and  Mother,  and 
Newspaper  clippings,  so  all  the  hoys  think  I’m  the  luckiest  person 
in  the  mess.  I  don’t  think  at  all,  I  know  it. 

Yesterday  I  received,  hy  the  same  mail,  your  two  letters  which 
were  evidently  sent  from  Toronto  on  the  same  date,  viz.  Sept.  7th 
one  addressed  c/o  The  Globe  and  the  other  direct  to  Bramshott  so 
you  see  wherever  it  is  sent  it  all  arrives  about  the  same  time. 

Even  letters  addressed  to  The  Army  P.O.  London  don’t  arrive  any 
sooner  or  later.  No  Newspapers  however,  have  arrived  from  Toronto 
as  yet  as  I  think  they  must  delay  the  Newspapers  and  make  way  for 
the  letters  so  you  can  see  how  much  we  all  appreciate  your  clippings. 

Now,  in  your  welcome  letter  of  the  third  instant  you  told  me 
about  Gamey  Stratton  .joining  the  flying  corps.  This  is  a  very 
common  pastime  at  present  amongst  the  young  Canadian  Officers,  any 
number  of  whom  I  met  in  London  have  done  the  same  thing  (Harry 
Symons  included)  for  the  very  reason  that  they  are  sick  and  tired 
of  trench  life.  As  for  myself  you  and  Mother  need  have  no  fear  of 
me  taking  to  chasing  zepps.  Iam  tickled  to  death  to  keep  as  far 
away  from  them  as  possible  and  if  any  chasing  is  to  be  done  in 
that  line  they’ll  do  it  -  I  won’t.  No  I  came  over  here  with  the 
48th  and  it  is  my  intention  to  play  the  game  and  stick  with  them 
as  long  as  they’ll  have  me.  They  gave  me  a  start  in  the  military 
game  so  I’ll  stick.  Apart  from  these  personal  feelings  there  are 
sentimental  ones  which  keep  me  here.  It  was  Maurices  old  regiment 
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and  what  ever  "branch  of  the  service  was  good  enough  for  him 
is  certainly  good  enough  for  me.  Ho  I  won’t  transfer  into  the 
flying  corps  so  don’t  worry  about  it. 

There  is  one  more  point  that  I  want  to  satisfy  you  "both  on 
and  that  is  taking  care  of  myself  in  London.  Thank  Heaven  I  am 
old  enough  to  appreciate  my  parents  and  the  way  I  was  "brought  up. 
So  the  dazzling  lights  of  London*  etc,  (although  the  town  is  dark 
now)  are  not  nearly  dazzling  enough  to  make  my  head  swim  and  make 
me  forget  those  whom  I  represent  in  old  86  Queens  Park,  and  last 
of  all  myself.  So  I  fully  assure  you  both  not  to  worry  on  that 
score  either.  I  don’t  think  I  need  say  any  more  along  that  line 
because  MYou  know  me  Al.1* 

We  are  still  as  busy  as  ever  instructing  two  companies  in 
the  science  of  Musketry  and  it  is  taking  us  most  of  our  time  doing 
so.  This  job  is  likely  to  last  for  another  couple  of  weeks  and 
then  I  expect  to  go  to  Aldershot  to  take  a  course  on  shooting,  so 
I  expect  to  be  kept  pretty  busy  for  some  time  yet. 

A  great  subject  for  Bairns  father  took  place  to-day  outside 
**X)**  Company  Orderly  Hoorn  and  everyone  is  still  laughing.  Our 
bombing  officer  Cy  Dean  left  a  bunch  of  dummy  bombs  in  on  MB” 
Coy’s  table  and  the  bombing  Corporal  from  MjDn  went  in  and  took 
a  couple  into  "D"  to  show  some  of  the  officers  how  the  things 
worked.  He  was  explaining  the  thing  and  a  bunch  of  us  were  all 
crowded  around  when  Geoff  Heighington  picked  up  an  idle  one  and 
somehow  or  other  released  a  lever  which  set  the  time  fuse  in 
action.  The  thing  began  to  splutter  and  smoke  like  the  dickens, 
and  thinking  that  a  live  bomb  had  been  slipped  into  the  deck, we 
began  to  make  ourselves  scarce.  Geoff  threw  the  thing  out  of 

it 

the  door  and  it  landed  right  on  the  middle  of  the  street  where  a 
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company  parade  was  forming  up.  I  didn’t  wait  to  see  what  became 
of  the  company  for  I  gave  one  jump  and  lay  flat  on  my  tummie  behind 
a  stove  inside  the  hut.  The  others  followed  suit  and  as  the  stove 
seemed  to  afford  more  protection  than  anything  else  about  four 
flopped  beside  and  on  top  of  me.  John  Young  by  this  time  was  going 
down  the  street  at  a  pace  that  would  make  Jack  Palmers  horse  "Be 
Thankful"  green  with  envy.  John  said  afterwards  that  he  just 
remembered  reading  some  place  that  a  bomb  was  quite  powerless  to 
inflict  harm  outside  of  250  yard  radius*  but  to  make  dead  sure  he 
went  the  whole  300  before  stopping  for  breath.  A  battalion  was 
marching  up  the  street  at  the  time  so  John  halted  them.  The  men 
who  were  falling  in  at  the  time  took  just  one  look  at  what  was 
going  on  then  broke  and  fled  down  the  lane.  Behind  the  stove  we 
waited  in  suspense  for  the  explosion  but  nothing  doing.  The  thing 
just  kept  sizzling.  At  last  one  of  the  sergeants  curiosity  was 
aroused  so  he  crept  up  to  it  quietly  and  then  took  a  kick  at  it, 
which  made  us  duck  and  shiver  some  more.  But  as  no  explosion 
followed  within  the  next  few  seconds  we  began  to  breathe  again 
until  some  one  gave  a  shout.  Then  more  ducking.  But  the  shouting 
was  only  caused  by  the  Colonel  swearing  at  the  Sergeant  who  kicked 
it  near  him.  Well  I’m  sorry  X  can’t  make  a  good  story  out  of  all 
this  and  tell  you  how  it  exploded  and  killed  a  couple  of  horses 
and  blew  the  camp  to  smithereens,  because  it  didn’t.  The  thing 
had  only  a  fuse  in  it  and  that  was  all  but  was  quite  sufficient  to 
scare  the  pants  off  us.  Everyone  is  laughing  now  but  a  laugh  at 
the  time  was  scarcer  than  the  old  snow-balls  chance  in  hell. 

We  are  all  going  out  to  do  night  operations  in  about  an  hour 
so  I  must  beat  it  and  get  my  supper. 
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Best  love  to  Mother  and  Yourself,  God  Bless  you  "both. 


Your  loving  Son. 

Gerald, 


P.S. 

Have  just  received  a  notice  of  Zetlands  Canadian  Night, 
writing  Mr,  Woodland, 


Am 


c 


Bramshott  Camp#  Hants, 

Sept.  20th,  1916. 

Dear  Mr  Snowball:- 

9 

I  can't  say  that  I've  got  very  much  news  for  you  as  I  haven’t 
made  a  trip  to  Aberdeen  yet  but  ?/hen  I  do  I  bet  I  will  be  able 
to  tell  you  something  worth  knowing,  because  I'll  go  into  the 
nearest  bar  and  ask  the  bar-maid  if  she  knows  you.  In  this  way 
I'll  hear  all  of  your  past  life.  I  haven't  been  out  of  England  yet 
and  what's  more  I  don't  think  I'll  go  until  I  have  to  because  it 
certainly  is  a  wonderful  little  spot  to  have  a  good  time. 

At  present  we  are  quartered  at  Bramshott,  which  is  the  centre 
of  a  bunch  of  quaint  little  English  Villages.  That's  what  strikes 
me  as  so  queer  as  compared  with  Canada.  Over  here  a  person  feels 
cramped  for  some  reason  or  other  because  its  so  darn  civilized. 

You  can't  walk  for  more  than  twenty  minutes  in  any  direction  without 
bumping  into  some  village  or  other.  There  isno  such  thing  as "the 
country”  over  here,  not  that  there  are  not  a  bunch  of  farms  but  because 
there  is  so  little  between  towns.  The  roads  are  grand  and  I'd 
love  to  drive  our  old  bus  around  for  a  wMle  but  what  strikes  me 
especially  are  the  hedges  lining  both  sides  of  the  roads.  It's  all 
very  pretty  and  entirely  different  from  anything  I  ever  have  been 
used  to  and  after  the  novelty  wears  off  I  very  much  prefer  the 
old  Ontario  rural  districts. 

The  little  villages  which  entirely  surround  us  are  not  worth 
mentioning  as  far  as  places  of  amusement  are  concerned,  but  believe 
me  they  are  very  popular  every  night  on  account  of  the  ”pubs”. 

Outside  of  that  there  is  nothing  doing  in  the  place. 
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There  is  one  nice  feature  of  the  Island  and  that  is*  no 
matter  where  you  go  you  are  sure  to  run  across  a  golf  club 
within  a  radius  of  five  miles  or  so.  John  Miln  and  myself 
discovered  one  within  4  or  5  miles  of  camp,  near  the  Village  of 
Hindhead  in  Surrey,  so  every  time  we  get  the  chance  we  hop  a 
taxi  and  get  out  there  in  15  or  20  minutes.  So  you  can  imagine 
us  pounding  the  pill  every  Sunday  and  quite  often  Saturday 
afternoons,  it  is  a  beautiful  course  in  every  way.  The 
scenery  is  grand  and  makes  poor  old  Rosedale  look  like  a  third 
rater  in  this  respect, and  the  greens  -  gee  you  ought  to  see  fchem- 
nice  short  grass  and  as  hard  as  ice,  and  you  can  drop  them  from 
all  corners.  The  fairway  is  very  nice  but  awfully  narrow  as  it  is 
only  about  100  feet  wide  all  the  way  to  the  green  and  may  the  lord 
have  mercy  on  you  if  you  pull  or  slice,  because  the  heather  grows 
about  a  foot  high  all  around.  The  bunkers  are  very  few  and 
far  between  but  -  heavens  they  aren’t  needed.  Just  get  into  that 
gorge  and  you  can  chop  and  chop  and  chop  until  the  Australian 
Woodehoppers  that  used  to  come  to  Sheas  appear  mere  novices,  and 
then  when  you  get  real  tired  you  pick  up  your  ball  and  pray  that 
your  partner  pulls  his  next  one  and  then  you’ll  be  square  on  the 
hole.  It  is  not  the  least  bit  uncommon  for  us  to  take  16  and  17 
strokes  for  a  220  yard  hole.  That’s  almost  as  bad  as  Fathers 
jonah  hole,  viz.  the  eighth,  at  Rosedale.  Some  of  these  days 
you  happen  to  feel  like  playing  a  game  just  ring  me  up  and  I’ll 
go  with  you  and  I’ll  show  you  how  the  game  is  not  played  over 
here. 

Why  we  were  almost  ostracized  the  first  time  we  played  here, 


• .  • 


■because  we  took  off  our  coats  and  went  after  it  in  our  shirt 
sleeves.  But  now  even  the  Caddies  smile  at  us  and  scrap  to  carry 
our  clubs,  because  they  know  that  the  lucky  ones  are  going  to  have 
a  good  day  in  the  laugh  line. 

Stoney  Lougheed  and  I  were  in  London  for  six  days  about  three 
weeks  ago  and  believe  me  we  had  some  time.  I  think  we  saw  nearly 
every  show  in  town  and  ate  in  every  beanery  and  rode  in  every 
taxi  the  place  boasts  of  but  -  Lordy  didn’t  the  tradespeople  get 
to  us.  Just  as  soon  as  we  went  into  a  store  to  buy  anything  they 
would  spot  our  Canada  badges  and  bang  -  the  price  of  our  article 
doubles  and  trebeled  itself  in  value.  I®11  never  again  say  the 
English  people  are  slow  in  business.  Why  they  have  it  down  to  a 
system.  Some  article  worth  five  shillings  is  always  handed  out  to 
us  as  a  bargain  for  eight  or  nine  shillings  and  very  often  more. 

I  didn't  quite  get  the  game  at  first  but  now  -  I  give  them  the 
hee  haw  and  tell  them  to  get  off  their  foot  and  then  I  get  it  for 
something  like  its  fair  value.  Oh  yes,  its  some  town  all  right. 

I  can  play  golf  and  lose  a  dozen  balls  a  hole  and  still  spend 
less  money  than  taking  three  full  breaths  within  the  city  limits 
of  London.  But  that  and  playing  golf  are  the  only  ways  we  get  a 
chance  of  spending  any  money, so  we  are  all  more  or  less  like  the 
person  who  goes  to  the  Exhibition,  and  goes  down  the  Midway  and 
listens  to  the  barkers  and  then  spends  his  money  and  goes  into 
the  show  with  the  full  intention  of  being  fooled,  and  not  gebting 
your  moneys  worth  at  alland  then  coming  out  after  a  punk  show 
and  send  all  your  friends  in  to  get  fooled  also.  That  describes 
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London  to  a  "TM  and  once  we  get  stung  we  pause  a  little  while 
and  then  go  into  the  next  tent,  knowing  we  will  get  another  sting 
But  you  know  there  is  something  funny  in  it  all  and  I  think  every 
one  likes  to  get  it  in  the  neck  every  once  in  a  while,  just  for 
the  fun  of  it  and  to  show  you  what  a  darn  fool  you  are,  which 
appeals  to  ones  sense  of  humour  at  times, 

I  must  stop  now  as  it's  nearly  midnight  and  we  all  go  on 
a  route  march  -  in  heavy  marching  order  -  at  eight  o'clock  to¬ 
morrow  morning  so  the  hay  for  me. 

Remember  me  to  everyone  at  Rosedale  and  don't  you  get  too 
darn  expert  at  that  game  or  else  I'll  have  to  come  home  and  take 
you  down  a  peg  or  two. 

With  all  sorts  of  good  wishes,  etc. 

Yours  sincerely. 


Gerald  Malone, 


Bramshott  Camp, 


Sept,  28th,  1916, 

Dear  Father; - 

Did.  you  ever  wear  an  English  shirt?  They  are  the  gol 
darndest  things  I  ever  did  see  in  all  my  life.  Some  clothing 
peddlar  came  around  here  about  two  weeks  ago  with  some  very  fine 
samples  of  khaki  shirts  and  persuaded  me  to  part  with  about  25 
shillings  for  a  couple.  Well  I  did  the  necessary  dip  and  just 
the  day  before  yesterday  the  things  arrived  in  my  peddlar  friends 
hand^so  I  tried  one  on  to  see  how  the  thing  fit,  I  stuck  my 
arms  in  the  sleeves  and  poked  my  head  through  the  opening  at  the 
collar  and  let  i if all.  When  I  looked  down  the  tails  were  hanging 
way  below  my  knees.  I  told  the  fellow  that  he  must  have  made  a 
mistake  as  I  didn't  order  a  night  shirt  but  he  assured  me  with 
the  usual  English  politeness  that  it  wasn't  a  night  shirt  but  an 
honest  to  goodness  everyday  flannel  shirt.  Lordy  I'd  love  to  see 
the  length  of  English  night  shirts  then.  Any  how  I  wore  the  thing 
and  it  was  all  right .although  I  had  a  devil  of  a  hard  time  tucking 
it  all  into  my  pants  and  when  I  succeeded  in  doing  so  it  felt  as 
lumpy  as  the  dickens  all  around  me.  I'll  bet  a  boys  shirt  of 
fourteen  would  be  just  your  size  for  length,  while  one  of  17 
would  hang  down  round  your  heels.  They  charge  a  lot  for  them  but 
I  see  that  the  extras  come  in  in  the  length.  The  worst  of  the 
whole  blame  thing  is  that  I  went  out  on  parade  and  the  darn  tails 
hung  below  my  kilt,  which  amused  the  men  and  made  me  feel  like  a 
nickel. 

The  day  before  yesterday  I  received  both  your  letters  dated 
the  11th  instant  and  would  certainly  have  loved  to  have  seen  you 
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all  sitting  in  the  old  bus  on  St.  Clair  Ave.  watching  Godfrey 
fiddling  around.  It  reminded  me  of  several  occasions  when  I  was 
doing  the  driving,  but  there  the  similarity  ceases  because  from 
what  Mother  says  you  seemed  to  have  lost  your  flow  of  the  English 
language.  Gee  it  must  have  been  pretty  bad  if  you  couldn't  even 
scare  up  one  little  curse.  I  laughed  so  hard  when  Mother  told  me 
about  it  in  her  letter  I  had  to  tell  Hugh  Murray  and  he  laughed  till 
he  shook  all  over. 

I  had  another  inoculation  for  typhoid  the  other  day  which  was 
supposed  to  be  much  more  severe  than  any  heretofore  taken,  and  a 
great  number  of  the  boys  got  pretty  sick.  However,  outside  of  a 
pretty  dopey  feeling  and  a  chest  on  me  that  felt  as  if  Jess  Willard 
had  given  me  a  good  hard  kick,  I  fell;  fine  and  was  able  to  enjoy 
myself  immensely  kidding  the  others.  The  operation  was  supposed  to 
be  so  severe  that  everyone  was  granted  48  hours  leave  of  absence 
(with  no  questions  asked)  to  recover  from  the  effects.  Everyone  was 
so  dead  around  here  that  I  got  tired  of  hanging  about  so  I  spent 
most  of  my  two  days  playing  golf,  and  a  mighty  good  time  I  had  too. 

We  are  to  have  more  night  manoeuvres  to -night, and  dinner  has 
been  on  for  the  last  ten  minutes  so  I  must  beat  it.  Awfully  glad 
to  hear  that  both  you  and  Mother  are  feeling  so  well  and  enjoying 
yourselves.  Keep  it  up. 

God  bless  you  both. 


Gerald, 


Your  loving  Son, 
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Bramshott  Camp, 


Sept. 25th,  1916. 

Dear  Mother:- 

I  am  afraid  that  you  wont  get  very  much  ne?;s  out  of  this 
letter  as  everything  is  going  on  exactly  the  same  as  usual,  and 
outside  of  an  inspection  to-day  hy  Sir  Sam,  its  just  the  same  old 
story.  Old  Sam  wanted  to  see  his  hoys  again  so  the  whole  Camp  was 
trotted  out  to  gratify  his  wish.  I  must  say  however,  that  there 
was  a  marked  difference  between  this  and  the  last  inspection,  as  the 
dust  of  Borden  was  entirely  lacking  which  was  more  than  half  the 
fun  last  time. 

However,  to  get  away  from  our  daily  routine,  the  only  thing  I 
can  tell  you  about  is,  as  you  know  by  this  time,  the  zepps  visited 
England  on  Saturday  night.  Whenever  they  do  pay  a  call  everyone  in 
England  seems  to  be  ready  to  give  them  the  welcome  they  deserve.  I 
was  in  bed  and  about  half  past  one  I  woke  with  Murph,  our  Adjutant, 
shaking  the  gizzards  out  of  rue.  I  managed  to  ask  what  all  the  row 
was  about  and  he  said  "Get  up  and  dress,  the  zepps  are  here".  I 
was  too  darn  sleepy  about  that  time  to  care  so  X  told  him  I  didn't 
want  to  see  them  so  I  guessed  I'd  finish  my  sleep.  He  said,  "I  gu.ess 
you  wont.  Get  out  and  wake  up  the  other  officers".  So  out  of  bed 
I  had  to  crawl  and  didn't  I  take  great  delight  in  waking  up  all  those 
other  fellows.  It  just  did  my  heart  good  to  go  in  each  room  in 
turn  and  shake  each  and  everyone  into  wakefullness .  Let  me  tell  you 
its  some  stunt  to  get  dressed  in  the  dark  when  you  dont  know  where 
in  blazes  half  your  stuff  is  so  you  can  imagine  the  language  every¬ 
one  used  when  they  heard  the  news.  You  can  see  everyone  down  on  their 
knees  in  a  pitch  dark  room  groping  about  looking  for  socks  and  boots 
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and.  pants  etc,  and  swearing  their  heads  off.  It  is  strictly 
against  orders  to  light  a  light  of  any  kind  whatever  so  its 
always  a  ten  or  fifteen  minute  job  of  gathering  your  clothes 
together  and  about  a  two  minute  one  of  putting  them  on.  After 
a  while  we  all  were  dressed  and  outside  looking  up  in  the  sky 
but  nary  a  thing  could  we  see.  We  waited  and  watched  for  about 
half  an  hour  and  as  there  was  nothing  stirring  we  all  assembled 
in  the  mess  room  and  got  the  cook  busy  making  sandwiches.  We  had 
to  stay  up  for  about  another  hour  and  a  half  before  we  received 
orders  from  headquarters  to  "resume  normal  conditions",  then  we 
all  beat  it  back  to  our  little  beds. 

Occasionally  we  have  to  turn  out  like  this  and  it  all  helps 
to  remind  us  that  there  is  a  war  in  progress.  Everytime  the 
zepps  make  a  raid  on  England  every  training  camp  in  the  country 
has  to  make  similar  preparations,  in  case  of  attack  and  stand 
ready  to  act  at  a  moments  notice.  The  zepps , evidently,  no 
sooner  get  over  to  this  side  of  the  continent  when  we  are  all 
warned  and  out  we  have  to  get.  This  is  the  second  time  for  us 
and  neither  times  have  they  been  within  miles  and  miles  of  us 
so  its  beginning  to  be  a  habit  of  getting  up  in  the  middle  of 
the  night. 

We  played  golf  Saturday  afternoon  and  Sunday,  while  before 
and  since  then  we  have  been  working  like  the  devil.  Hext  Sunday 
a  f ew  of  us  have  hired  a  bus  and  intend  to  take  a  run  down  to 
Winchester  to  see  all  the  sights. 

Dinner  will  be  ready  in  a  couple  of  minutes  and  the  Canadian 
mail  closes  soon  so  I  will  have  to  beat  it. 
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I  am  feeling  fine  and  living  like  a  Lord* and  eating  six 


meals  a  day  whenever  I  get  the  chance. 

Good  Bye  and  God  Bless  both  you  and  Father. 

Your  loving  Son, 


Gerald, 


B  r  an*. s  ho  1 1  C  amp , 


Sept.  24,  1916. 

Dear  Mr  Malone:- 

I  was  delighted  to  receive  your  very  interesting  letter 
of  the  7th.  Gerald  will  have  written  you  fuliygiving  all  the 
information  as  to  what  is  going  on  here,  and  he  will  have  done 
it  in  a  far  more  interesting  way  than  I  can. 

They  work  us  good  and  hard  here  but  it  seems  to  agree  with 
us  all  as  I  think  everyone  is  feeling  fine. 

Gerald  took  another  Musketry  Course  here  and  has  been  busy 
instructing  in  Musketry  practically  all  the  time.  I  hate 
having  him  away  from  the  Company  so  much  but  they  devote  more 
time  over  here  to  Musketry  and  Physical  training  than  anything 
else,  as  it  is  becoming  a  War  of  Specialists. 

Gerry  is  one  of  our  very  best  ins tructors • so  that  while  I 
feel  at  times  I  am  suffering,  yet  I  know  the  Battalion  as  a  whole 
is  benefiting. 

I  don’t  think  you  need  worry  about  that  boy  at  all.  His 
head  is  screwed  on  right  and  he  would  not  easily  be  carried 
away  by  anything  foolish.  I  certainly  hope  that  he  will  not 
hesitate  to  discuss  with  me  anything  that  may  worry  him. 

In  making  out  a  return  to  Divisional  Headquarters  a  couple 
of  weeks  ago  of  a  Seniority  list  of  Officers,  Gerry  was  rated 
close  to  the  head  of  all  the  Subalterns  in  the  Battalion.  I  have 
him  rated  head  in  my  Company. 

I  am  sure  you  and  Mrs.  Malone  are  mighty  lonely.  My 
Father  and  Mother  are  in  the  same  predicament.  Do  you  ever 


see  them? 
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With,  kindest  regards  to  Mrs.  Malone,  A.L.  and  yourself. 
I  am, 


Yours  sincerely, 

Hugh  W,  Murray, 


Bramshott  Camp, 


Hants , 

1st  Oct,  1916, 

Bear  Father :- 

As  the  Canadian  Mail  closes  early  to-morrow  morning, and  this 
being  Sunday  evening,  and  what  few  of  the  boys  snee  here  are  all  busy 
writing  letters  home,  and  as  I  feel  dead  sure  you  and  Mother  will  be 
doing  the  same  stunt  at  home,  I'm  sure  this  is  just  the  right  time 
to  get  busy  and  try  to  scribble  a  few  lines ,  as  nearly  all  the  boys 
have  been  up  playing  golf  all  day  and  have  not  yet  returned#  The 
five  of  us  at  present  in  camp  are  seated  in  the  Mess .where  we  have 
a  dandy  grate  fire  burning,  either  writing  or  reading  so  things  are 
rather  slow.  But  in  a  little  while  the  gang  will  return  from  the 
links  and  every  game  and  every  stroke  will  be  played  over  again  for 
our  benefit  amid  much  shouting,  swearing  and  laughing.  The  aftermath 
is  always  the  funniest  part  of  the  whole  game. 

I  was  out  yesterday  afternoon  with  Marcel,  John  Miln,  Stoney 
Lougheed  and  Frank  Murphy  and  if  ever  I  was  disgusted  and  tired  of 
golf  in  my  life  it  was  yesterday.  Hot  that  I  was  any  worse  than  the 
rest  but  Oh  Lord  it  was  painful.  I  swung  that  old  club  of  mine  at 
least  five  hundred  times  and  was  so  tired  and  disgusted  that  we  all 
quit  at  the  16th  hole,  Stoney  was  the  only  one  who  really  enjoyed 
the  game  as  he  found  three  balls  which  tickled  him  to  death.  That 
is  the  extent  of  his  game  and  he  got  more  pleasure  in  hunting  for 
balls  in  the  heather  than  going  around  the  whole  works  in  70, 

To-day  I  dicta*  t  feel  like  going  out  to  the  links, so  as  Phil 
Boyd  and  Frank  Murphy  had  hired  a  bus  to  take  them  down  to  Winchester, 
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I  butted  into  the  party.  Winchester  is  about  28  miles  from  camp 
and  we  had  a  most  beautiful  ride  through  the  country  and  saw  some 
of  the  most  beautiful  scenery  imaginable.  We  passed  a  couple  of 
British  Training  Camps,  which  seem  to  be  twice  as  good  as  ours.  The 
huts,  like  our  own,  are  all  built  on  either  side  of  narrow  streets 
but  are  built  of  corrugated  iron  instead  of  wood,  which  do  n<l»t  prove 
nearly  as  draughty.  The  training  areas  are  beautiful.  The  country¬ 
side  is  hilly  but  is  not  moorland  like  Bramshott  but  extends  for 
miles  and  miles  of  nice  grassy  country,  dotted  here  and  there  with 
little  chumps  of  trees.  Everything  is  so  convenient.  Miniature 
Rifle  Ranges,  Bayonet  Fighting  standards.  Trenches,  etc,  etc,  are 
situated  within  five  minutes  walk  of  camp.  It  was  all  very  beautiful 
and  we: enjoyed  it  very  much. 

Arriving  in  Winchester,  we  had  our  dinner  at  a  nice  little  pub 
calledMSaint  George  for  England",  where  they  served  the  best  meal  I 
ever  had  for  4/6.  After  dinner  we  drove  over  to  the  Cathedral,  which 
proved  very  interesting.  The  building  was  founded  early  in  the 
twelfth  century,  and  judging  from  the  exterior  it  certainly  looks 
the  part.  The  stone  is  a  rusty  color  and  crumbling  in  most  parts 
and  looks  almost  ready  to  fall  down.  However  the  interior  is  quite 
different.  Everything  looks  quite  new  and  clean  in  comparison,  and 
we  read  all  the  tablets  in  the  house,  most  of  which  were  dedicated  to 
local  celebrities  who  had  fallen  in  earlier  wars. 

There  was  one  tablet  which  held  our  attention  and  that  was 
dedicated  to  Sir  Someone  or  other  Prevost  "Governor  General,  Commander- 
in-Chief  of  British  Forces  in  North  America,  who  was  responsible  for 
retaining  the  Canadas  to  the  British  Crown  during  the  war  of  1812." 
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It  went  on  with,  a  whole  lot  of  bull  which  I  have  forgotten  now,  but  it 

was  the  only  Canadian  thing  in  sight  and  we  spent  a  lot  of  time 

looking  at  it.  After  reading  tablets  we  started  in  on  tomb  stones 

and  struck  the  funniest  one  I  ever  saw,  I  took  out  my  notebook  and 

copied-it  down,  it  is  word  for  word. 

"In  Memory  of  Thomas  Fletcher,  a  Grenadier  in  the 
North  Regiment  of  Hampshire  Militia,  who  died  of 
a  violent  fever  contracted  by  drinking  Small  Beer 
when  hot,  the  12th  of  May  1764,.  Aged  26  years. 

In  grateful  remembrance  of  whose  universal  good 
will  towards  his  comer&des.  This  stone  is  placed 
here  at  their  expense  as  a  small  testimony  of  their 
regard  and  concern. " 

Then  it  goes  on  as  follows 

"Here  sleeps  in  peace  a  Hampshire  Grenadier, 

Who  caught  his  death  by  drinking  cold  Small  Beer, 

Soldiers  be  wise  from  his  untimely  fall. 

And  when  yere  hot  drink  Strong  or  none  at  all." 

Then- "This  memorial  being  decay'd  was  restored  by  the 
Officers  of  the  Garrison  A, D. 1781, 

An  honest  Soldier  never  is  forgot, 

Whether  he  die  by  Musket  or  hy  Pot." 

We  all  had  a  good  laugh  over  this, and  knowing  that  you  would 
appreciate  it, I  send  it  along.  Well  to  continue,-  we  read  a 
whole  lot  more  tablets  and .being  so  interested  we  lost  Phil, 

After  looking  all  over  we  found  him  leaning  up  against  the  Cathedral 
fence  laughing  his  head  off.  We  asked  him  what  the  joke  was  and  he 
said  he  had  found  a  peach  of  a  tablet.  He  pointed  it  out  to  us. 

It  was  nothing  but  a  white  stone  inlaid  on  the  wall  of  a  brick 
stable  and  it  read,  "Erected  by  A„  Dumper  A. D. 1907".  Phil  said 

I 

the  Dumpers  were  well  known  people  but  this  was  the  Masterpiece. 

We  then  drove  over  to  Winchester  Public  School(one  of  the 
oldest  in  England)  and  were  taken  all  over  the  place  by  the  Porter. 
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It  is  a  quaint  old  school  and  the  hoys  were  all  uniformly  dressed 
in  Plug  Hats*  Eton  Jackets  and  Gowns.  We  laughed  like  the  dickens 
at  them  and  noticed  that  they  were  giving  us  the  once  over  and 
smiling  to  themselves*  so  our  little  visit  caused  mutual  amusement. 
The  old  school  was  very  interesting,  especially  the.  dining  room 
where  the  hoys  sit  on  oak  benches  about  8"  thick  and  eat  off  wooden 
slabs  instead  of  dishes.  But  on  the  whole,  things  were  not  nearly 
as  interesting  as  Eton  but  something  on  the  same  style. 

After  finishing  there  we  drove  back  to  camp,  getting  tea  at 
another  pub  called  "The  Red  Lion"  at  Petersfield.  The  different 
names  of  the  pubs  along  the  way  were  awfully  interesting  and 
amusing,  such  as  "The  Jolly  Parmer",  "The  Black  Pox",  "The  Jolly 
Drover",  "The  Whe  at  sheaf",  "The  Pox  and  Pelican",  "The  Poarning 
Tankard",  and  "The  Blind  Cow". 

Phil  said  they  got  in  everything  except  "The  Blind  Pig",  which 
was  the  spot  he  was  looking  for,  (The  bars  don’t  open  on  Sundays 
until  6.00  P.M.)  We  got  back  to  camp  just  in  time  to  get  a  second 
supper  and  now  I’m  'writing  this  letter  which  completes  a  mighty 
good  day. 

Doc.  MacLachlan  has  just  come  in  from  London  and  tells  me  that 
he  saw  Bud  Brown  who  wished  to  be  remembered  to  me  and  would  like 
me  to  come  down.  I  guess  Bud  is  very  kind  to  remember  me  but  I 
think  he  should  realize  that  I’m  holding  down  a  job  here  and  can’t 
beat  it  away  in  the  middle  of  a  week.  If  he  was  very  anxious  to 
see  me  he  should  have  let  me  know  so  I  could  get  down  on  a  week  end 
or  else  come  up  here.  But  he  didn’t  let  me  know  so  I’m  not  liable 
to  put  myself  out  very  much. 
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I  *111  gone  now. 

With,  best  love  and  God  Bless  you  and  Mother,  and  hoping  you 
are  both  feeling  fine. 

Your  loving  Son, 


Gerald. 


Bramshott  Camp,  Hants* 

October  4th,  1916. 

Dear  Maw:- 

It  is  raining  cats  and  dogs  to-night  and  most  of  the  hoys 
have  gone  to  bed,  hut  not  feeling  a  hit  sleepy,  and  as  the  mail 
closes  to-morrow,  I  can’t  resist  the  temptation  of  writing  and 
letting  you  know  that  I’m  feeling  perfectly  bully  and  all  the  rest 
of  it. 

To-day  has  been  a  red-letter  day.  Jim  Blackey  and  Bud  Brown 
ran  down  from  London  and  spent  the  day  with  me  and  it  is  only  about 
half  an  hour  ago  that  I  returned  from  the  station  after  seeing  them 
safely  on  the  train  for  their  return  journey  to  London.  It  was 
simply  great  to  see  them  both  and  believe  me  we  spent  a  great  day 
talking  over  old  times.  Jimmie  looks  simply  great.  I  don’t  think 
he  has  gained  such  an  awful  lot  of  weight  but  he  has  a  wonderful 
colour  and  looks  the  very  picture  of  health.  He  is  a  mighty  good 
looking  soldier  and  better  than  that  he  is  just  the  same  old  Jimmie 
he  always  was.  He  had  evidently  heard  that  I  was  here  so  he  came 
right  down  to  see  me  and  I  was  never  more  glad  to  see  anyone  in  my 
life.  He  arrived  in  England  on  Saturday  evening  and  has  to  leave 
on  the  expiration  of  ten  days.  Bud  also  came  along  which  was  mighty 
good  of  him, and  as  I  said  before  we  all  spent  a  real  good  day.  I 
am  endeavouring  to  get  week  end  leave, and  if  successful,  I  will 
spend  Saturday  and  Sunday  with  them  both  in  London. 

To-day  I  received  your  mighty  welcome  letter  of  the  17th  Sept, 
and  also  Fathers,  along  with  clippings,  which  were  passed  ar«mnd 
and  enjoyed  by  all. 
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X  bet  you  Paw,  Ella  and  Godfrey  had  a  great  old  time  at  the 
Point. I  can  just  picture  you  all  heating  it  up  Yonge  Street  and 
hanging  on  to  Ella's  custard  pie.  X  can  almost  taste  that  pie  from 
here  and  you  can  just  bet  I'd  love  to  get  outside  of  five  or  six 
slices  of  it  right  now. 

I  am  glad  to  hear  that  Pather  is  considered  the  best  at 
Lamb ton  Club,  even  though  it  is  at  swearing  and  not  at  golf.  Golf 
is  alright  but  any  dub  can  acquire  that  habit,  but  a  real  good 
swearer  is  born  and  not  made.  Many  the  time  I  wish  he'd  been 
beside  me  to  put  a  few  choice  words  into  my  mouth  when  I  get 
telling  my  men  what  I  think  of  them.  One  thing  that  the  men 
respect  is  a  person  with  a  good  vocabulary.  X  am  more  than  pleased 
to  hear  that  he  is  back  in  form  as  I  was  worried  when  you  told  me 
how  silent  he  was  on  the  occasion  of  the  old  bus  stopping  on  St. 
Clair  Avenue.  I  enjoyed  every  bit  of  both  your  letters. 

I  also  received  one  from  Prank  which  was  awfully  funny  and  it 
was  mighty  good  to  hear  from  him. 

At  the  present  time  I  am  more  or  less  of  a  busy  individual. 
Major  Hugh  Murray  and  Marcel  Morgan  have  both  gone  to  Aldershot  on 
an  instructional  course  and  have  left  me  in  charge  of  the  Company. 

I  nearly  fell  over  when  X  was  given  command,  because  up  to  the 
present  I  was  supposed  to  be  the  junior  subaltern  of  the  Company, 
but  Hugh  called  me  aside  just  before  he  left  and  told  me  that  a 
revision  of  the  seniority  list  of  the  officers  had  been  made 
recently  for  the  whole  battalion, and  instead  of  me  being  the  junior 
subaltern,  I  was  ranged  fairly  well  up  and  senior  to  the  other 
three  boys  of  our  own  company.  The  boys  are  mighty  good  sports  and 
took  it  fine.  Since  then  I  have  been  running  the  Company  and  it 
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has  "been  quite  an  experience  for  me.  Each  morning  I  hold  Orderly 
Room  and  dispose  of  the  several  cases,  a  la  Judge  Morson  style, 
and  I  feel  right  in  my  element.  After  that  I  have  to  get  the 
Company  working  and  then  make  numerous  inspections  of  the  internal 
workings  of  the  Company.  It  is  taking  me  all  my  time  seeing  that 
everything  is  being  carriedout  as  it  should  be  and  I  consider  I've 
learnt  more  about  a  Company  in  the  last  three  days  than  I  ever 
knew  before.  I've  found  my  beet  now  and  by  the  time  they  get  home, 

at  the  end  of  the  week,  I'll  feel  almost  equal  to  tackling  a  whole 

battalion. 

I  am  sending  along  a  few  more  snap  shots  I  got  to-day  from  one 
of  the  boys  and  they  will  give  you  some  idea  of  the  camp. 

I  have  told  you  all  the  news  now  so  Good  Night,  and  God  Bless 

you  and  Bather. 

Your  loving  Son, 

Gerald. 

P.S.  Mrs,  Kyrie  has  just  sent  me  a  lovely  writing  case.  I  have 


written  her. 
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Oct.  11th,  1916 


Albuhera  Barracks ,  Aldershot. 

Dear  Father 

I  have  forgotten  whether  in  my  last  letter  home  I  told  you 
about  our  battalion, along  with  every  other  in  Bramshott  Camp, was 
called  upon  for  a  draft  of  350  men  to  proceed  over  to  France  at  once. 
It  was  an  awful  shock  to  us  all  and  especially  to  Major  Shiell  and 
Major  Grubbe,  because  all  the  men  were  taken  from  their  companies, 
as  unfortunately  these  two  had  completed  their  Musketry  at  the  ranges, 
while  "A"  and  "C"  had  not  at  that  time  started.  The  news  turned 
everything  upside  down  in  Camp  and  we  have  all  been  kept  so  busy 
that  I  really  didn’t  get  time  to  write  you  before,  it  is  all  pretty 
tough  on  the  battalion  after  v/orking  together  for  the  past  nine 
months,  but  we  do  consider  ourselves  lucky  that  v/e  ?vreren't  broken  up 
completely  as  many  of  the  other  battalions  have  been.  None  of  our 
officers  have  been  sent  with  the  draft,  as  Headquarters  have  promised 
to  fill  us  up  immediately  with  reinforcements  and  we  are  to  catch 
a  place  in  the  new  fifth  Division  which  is  now  being  formed.  This 
means  that  if  there  isn't  too  much  scrapping  in  France  in  the  next 
couple  of  months  we  will  go  over  as  a  unit,  when  the  Division  is 
sufficiently  trained.  So  you  see  things  don't  look  as  black  as  we 
all  imagined  at  first  when  we  all  thought  the  beginning  of  the  end 
of  the  134th  had  arrived.  However  we  are  all  hoping  for  the  best. 

I  forgot  to  tell  you  that  our  draft  are  all  going  over  to  the 
fifteenth,  which  makes  it  pretty  nice  for  them. 

After  running  our  Company  for  a  week,  Major  Murray  and  Marcel 
returned  to  camp  on  Saturday,  much  to  my  relief , and  I  beat  it  to 
London  on  Saturday  to  see  some  more  of  Jimmie  Blackey  and  Bud  Brown, 


who,  as  I  think  I  told  you,  came  up  to  Bramshott  to  see  me  earlier 
in  the  week.  Well  I  arrived  in  London  and  found  that  Jimmie  had 
gone  to  Shorncliffe  to  3ee  some  of  his  friends  and  Bud  had  gone 
out  so  I  "began  looking  about  for  a  room  for  the  night,  which 
proved  to  he  quite  a  job,  as  both  the  Cecil  and  Savoy  were  full  to 
overflowing,  so  I  hoofed  it  up  to  the  old  Russell,  where  I  got  the 
last  vacant  room  in  the  place.  After  looking  all  the  other  hotels 
over  I  have  come  to  the  conclusion  that  the  Russell  is  the  most 
comfortable  of  the  whole  lot,  even  though  it  is  a  little  quieter 
and  you  don't  meet  so  many  of  the  boys.  I  got  a  single  room  with 
a  bath  and  the  bed  was  about  ten  feet  wide  and  so  darn  soft  I 
nearly  touched  the  floor  when  I  laid  down.  It  was  so  comfortable 
that  I  had  breakfast  in  bed  on  Sunday  morning  and  hated  to  get  up 
at  eleven  o’clock.  I  took  a  bath  and  say  you  should  see  the 
towels.  The  darn  things  without  exagerating  were  fully  as  big  as 
a  sheet.  Some  class  to  them  all  right.  I  would  have  pinched  one 
if  I'd  had  my  trunk  with  me.  It  was  impossible  to  get  one  into  a 
haversack.  After  that  I  went  down  to  the  Savoy  and  woke  Bud  up, 
who  was  sleeping  his  head  off  at  nearly  twelve  o'clock.  I  finally 
got  him  out  of  bed  and  with  Jack  Chipman,  the  Adjutant  of  the  15th 
who  was  in  town  on  leave,  the  three  of  us  took  the  train  out  to 
Sundbridge  Park,  where  there  is  one  of  the  finest  Golf  Courses  in 
the  whole  of  England.  We  spent  all  Sunday  afternoon  playing  golf 
and  got  back  to  town  in  time  to  have  dinner  at  the  Picadilly 
Hotel,  where  we  met  all  sorts  of  the  boys  back  on  leave.  After 
dinner  we  rang  up  Mrs.  Scott,  who  is  staying  at  present  with  Mrs. 
Willison  (Billie)  and  ran  out  there  and  spent  a  couple  of  hours 
talking  to  her.  As  it  was  too  late  to  return  to  Bramshott  then 
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I  went  "back  to  the  Savoy  and  spent  the  night  with  Bud#  The  worst 
of  all  was  when  I  had  to  get  up  at  five  o'clock  to  get  the  first 
train  hack  to  camp  in  time  for  parade#  However  I  made  the  grade 
all  right  and  was  Johimie  on  the  spot  when  the  "bugle  sounded# 

On  Monday  afternoon  I,  along  with  about  five  other  officers, 
caught  the  Aldershot  bus  where  we  landed  after  a  beautiful  run 
through  all  the  quaint  old  English  lanes  and  villages,  and  found 
the  Albuhera  Barracks  where  I  am  quartered  at  present  and  expect 
to  continue  so  until  the  end  of  my  course,  i.e.  three  weeks,  when 
I  will  go  back  to  Bramshott#  Aldershot  is  a  queer  old  place.  The 
town  is  quite  up  to  date  in  the  way  of  stores,  hotels  etc,  but  the 
streets  are  awful,  they  are  so  narrow,  otherwise  the  town  is  O.K# 
Just  on  the  outskirts  of  the  town  are  the  different  barracks 
where  English  troops  are  always  stationed  even  in  peace  time# 

There  are  rows  and  rows  of  these  old  buildings  and  some  are,  you 
can  easily  believe,  badly  in  need  of  repair.  Each  of  the  old 
barracks  has  a  name,  such  as  Salmanca,  Mai da,  Badajos,  Corunna 
and  this  one  Albuhera.  These  are  all  occupied  now  by  English 
Training  Reserve  Battalions.  Ours  is  the  101st  or  otherwise 
known  as  one  of  the  battalions  of  the  West  Middlesex  Regiment# 

The  officers  on  the  whole  are  a  fairly  decent  lot  but  there  are 
some  of  the  finest  snobs  I  ever  met  in  my  life.  Hot  that  it 
worries  me  a  bit,  but  it  is  a  type  I  have  so  often  heard  about 
but  never  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  them  at  close  quarters  before. 
Everytime  they  open  their  mouths  pearls  of  wisdom  drop  out  and  its 
simply  great  to  be  living  with  such  distinguished  men.  The  Lord 
knows  but  I  don’t  think  they  would  be  worth  one  hoot  as  leaders 
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of  Canadians  such  as  we  have,  Geoff  Marani  and  myself  have  a 
great  hig  room  all  to  ourselves,  which  could  stand  a  few  more 
furnishings,  hut  otherwise  is  all  right,  Geoff  has  his  motorcycle 
here  so  we  give  the  Aldershotonians  a  treat  everyday  on  our  way 
to  school  when  I  ride  on  the  trunk  rack  behind  him.  One  honk  of 
the  horn  and  the  Military  Police  clear  the  traffic  and  give  us  a 
clear  road,  The  course  here  is  a  cinch  so  I  sleep  nearly  all  day 
in  class  and  play  billiards  in  the  barracks  at  night.  They  have  a 
dandy  English  Billiard  table  here  and  it  is  well  patronised  since 
we  arrived.  It  looks  to  me  like  a  good  three  weeks  rest,  and  I 
think  I  will  enjoy  it  for  a  change, also  it  means  a  trip  to  London 
every  week  end  if  I  wish.  I  have  left  my  address  at  gamp  and  they 
are  to  forward  all  my  mail,  so  I'm  all  right  in  that  direction. 
Last  week,  for  the  first  time,  I  received  the  Globe  which  since 
that  time  comes  in  spasmodically  and  in  hunches,  and  which  make 
mighty  good  reading.  I  also  received  for  the  first  time  copies  of 
the  Star  Weekly  and  Sunday  World  dated  Sept.  7th  which  I  presume 
will  come  along  quite  regularly  now.  Tell  Mother  that  I  am  still 
fairly  well  fixed  for  socks,  but  that  I  could  do  all  right  with  a 
couple  of  pairs  more.  I  have  been  very  lucky  to  find  a  good 
woman  who  sure  knows  hot  to  do  up  laundry  and  not  only  that  but 
she  darns  all  my  clothes  beautifully  into  the  bargain.  I  am 
enclosing  you  a  piece  of  poetry  written  by  Stoney  Lougheed’s 
batman,  who  rather  fancies  himself  as  a  poet  and  spends  more  time 
scribbling  than  in  shining  Doe’s  buttons  and  boots.  K©  is  an  old 
Scotchman,  originally  from  the  town  of  Kilsythe  and  any  poems  he 
writes  he  has  published  in  his  home  town  paper  just  to  show  the 
old  townspeople  he  hasn’t  lost  all  his  cunning.  The  title  of  this 
particular  poem  he  derived  from  Doc’s  favorite  song  with  which  he 
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always  succeeds  in  waking  me  up  in  the  mornings.  Doc  is  an 

awful  singer  and  its  the  voice  and  not  the  words  of  the  piece  that 

disturb  me  from  my  beauty  sleep.  That  voice  would  disturb  anything. 

I*m  always  more  than  glad  to  hear  from  home  and  especially 
'so  7/hen  I  hear  that  both  Mother  and  Yourself  are  beginning  to  feel 
your  old  selves  again,  pe  sure  and  keep  the  good  ?/ork  up  and 
when  I  see  you  again  I  want  to  see  a  couple  of  200  lb  beauties. 

With  all  sorts  of  love  to  Mother  and  Yourself,  and  God  Bless 
you  both. 

Your  loving  Son, 


Gerald. 
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THESE  BONES  SHALL  RISE  AGAIN 


Written  on  hearing  Captain  G.W.Lougheed,  Medical  Officer, 

134th  Battalion,  waken  Lieutenant  Gerald  M.  Malone  each 
morning  quoting  above  title  -  -  "These  Bones  Shall  Rise  Again# " 


When  morning  dawns  the  Doctor  wakes  from  a  peaceful  rest  at  night, 

And  he  rises  when  the  bugle  calls  to  see  the  morning  light, 

Beside  the  bed  of  Gerry  Malone  he  chants  this  quaint  refrain: 

Will  you  rise?  Come,  rise;  the  bugle  calls  These  Bones  Must  Rise  Again. 

One  morning  not  so  long  ago,  while  Gerry  lay  in  bed. 

The  Doctor, stepping  up  to  him,  just  tapped  his  sleepyhead, 

And,  thinking  his  last  hour  had  come,  the  solemn  sad  refrain 
Came  like  a  peal  of  warning  bells;  These  Bones  Shall  Rise  Again# 

The  bed  is  soft,  the  blankets  warm,  and  Gerry  soundly  snores. 

And  dreams  'perchance  of  drilling  men  -  Eall  in,  two  deep,  form  fours 
But  peaceful  slumbers  call  a  halt,  for  flitting  through  his  brain 
He  thinks  he  hears  the  final  blast;  These  Bones  Shall  Rise  Again# 

T'was  crossing  on  the  ship  upon  the  ever  restless  sea 
When  Gerry  overheard  these  words  which  first  appealed  to  me; 

I  guess  he  thought  his  time  had  come  upon  the  rolling  main, 

He  started  from  his  sleep  to  hear;  These  Bones  Shall  Rise  Again# 

'Mid  dangers  dire  of  submarine  our  ship  sped  proudly  on, 

Erom  daytime  'passing  into  night,  from  darkness  into  dawn; 

Oft  as  the  morning  watch  drew  nigh  'mid  noise  of  clanking  chain 
Doc.'s  deep  sonorous  voice  exclaimed; TheseBones  Shall  Rise  Again# 

They  hied  away  to  London  town,  their  money  soon  was  spent; 

They  dearly  paid  the  piper  for  his  music  where  they  went, 

In  tramc&r,  'bus,  and  underground,  or  swift  electric  train, 

No  matter  where  they  went  they  thought  These  Bones  Shall  Rise  Again# 

It  may  so  hap  the  Chaplain  will  perchance  choose  for  his  text 
These  solemn  words  of  warning  just  to  help  the  soul  perplexed: 

And  if  the  Doctor  and  Malone  are  there  to  hear  the  strain 

They  sure  will  murmur  to  themselves;  These  Bones  Shall  Rise  Again. 

Some  men  are  good,  some  men  are  bad,  and  some  fall  in  between. 

But  these  are  jolly  fellows,  and  are  full  of  mirth,  I  ween; 

No  matter  where  they  travel,  be  it  far  by  boat  or  train, 

May  they  recall  this  solemn  truth;  These  Bones  Shall  Rise  Again# 


e  ,  .  . 

■  , 


: 

. 

, 


■ 


■ 


, 

t  • 

. 


When  far  away  on  fields  of  Prance,  where  cannons  loudly  roar, 

Where  deadly  "bomb  of  Zeppelin  like  hail  on  troops  may  pour, 

Where  men  lie  bleaching  *neath  the  gun  and  wounded  groan  with  pain, 
Great  God  above,  remind  them  all;  These  Bones  Shall  Rise  Again, 

Some  day  perhaps  in  future  when  these  men  are  far  apart 
And  thoughts  revert  to  days  gone  by  when  they  were  young  in  heart, 
They  may  recall  with  honest  pride  those  days  on  battle  plain 
When  comrades  fell  to  right  and  left,  But  They  Shall  Rise  Again. 

PRIVATE  JAMES  M.  MACGREGOR, 


October  6th,  1916. 


The  Glen  Warbler, 

154th  Highlanders, 
Bramshott , 
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Albuhera  Barracks*  Aldershot, 


October  17th,  1916. 

My  Bear  Mother:- 

I  went  to  London  for  a  short  visit  last  week  end  with  every 
expectation  of  having  a  nice  quiet  time.  I  met  A1  Ramsay,  who 
had  just  arrived  from  Bramshott,  and  we  went  to  the  Theatre 
together.  After  the  show  we  walked  hack  to  the  Cecil  to  get  my  stuff 
and  to  go  and  spend  the  night  with  A1  at  the  Savoy.  I  was  getting 
my  stuff  from  the  girl  behind  the  desk  when  someone  gave  me  the 
darndest  kick  in  the  pants,  or  rather  where  my  pants  ought  to  have 
been,  I  ever  got  in  my  life.  I  turned  around  mad  enough  to  soak 
someone  in  the  eye  and  there  stood  Jimmie  Ryrie,  who  had  just  that 
day  arrived  from  Canada.  Heedless  to  say  I  was  so  glad  to  see  him 
that  I  forgot  all  about  the  kick  I  got.  Jimmie,  at  the  time  was 
wandering  about  the  town  and  trying  all  the  hotels, but  as  everything 
was  so  full  up  he  tried  the  Cecil,  where  he  was  known  and  there 
we  bumped  into  each  other.  A1  and  I  took  him  along  with  us  as  we 
had  two  beds  and  then  when  we  reached  our  room  we  began  a  talk  feast. 

A1  went  to  bed  at  two  and  we  were  both  going  strong  then  and  it  was  not 
until  well  after  four  that  we  turned  out  the  light  and  went  to  sleep. 

On  Sunday  morning  ,  as  usual  whenever  we  are  in  London,  we  had  our 
breakfast  in  bed  and  then  Jimmie  had  to  go  and  see  his  Mary,  not 
that  he  hadn't  seen  her  all  Saturday  afternoon  and  evening  but  he 
had  to  see  her  again  the  first  thing  Sunday  morning.  The  boy  has 
it  bad  alright.  I  went  down  to  Bonds  for  tea  and  we  all  had 
another  gossiping  match  as  you  may  be  sure.  I  think  I  heard  all 
about  Toronto  and  Oakville  and  all  that  has  happened  since  I  left. 
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Jimmie  handed  me  a  parcel  which  you  sent  over  for  Mrs,  Scott 


so  I  thought  as  the  lovers  might  like  a  few  hours  alone  I  went 
out  to  Mrs.  Willisons.  where  Mrs.  Scott  is  staying  and  gave  her 
your  parcel.  I  wish  you  had  been  there  when  she  opened  it.  I 
laughed  for  about  an  hour.  She  wondered  and  wondered  what  it  was 
and  after  pulling  off  the  paper  and  saw  the  sun-bust  she  began  to  cry. 
Mrs.  Willison  and  I  laughed  at  her  for  the  tsars  were  pouring  down 
her  face  and  she  said  "Thats  .just  like  Mrs.  Malone.  I  feel  so  good 
I  cant  help  crying."  I  told  her  to  buck  up  and  not  take  it  to 
heart  as  I  supposed  Mother  had  bought  it  at  Knox's.  Then  she  nearly 
batted  my  head  off.  She  took  it  out  of  the  box  and  looked  at  it 
for  about  an  hour  with  her  eyes  shining  and  a  smile  on  her  face, 
aijd  then  she  pinned  it  on  her  shirt  or  blouse  or  whatever  you  call 
it  and  looked  at  herself  in  the  glass  and  couldn't  keep  her  eyes  off 
it  for  a  minute  all  night.  Then  she  began  telling  Mrs.  willison  all 
about  you  and  what  a  wonderful  woman  you  were  and  a  whole  lot  more 
until  Mrs.  Willison  said  that  the  one  person  she  would  like  to  meet  in 
Toronto  is  yourself  as  she  has  heard  so  much  about  you  from  everyone. 

I  told  her  that  ray  Maw  was  sure  there  with  bells  on  and  they  all 
agreed.  But  I  dont  think  I  ever  saw  Mrs.  Scott  so  pleased  with 
anything  in  all  my  life,  she  kept  making  us  all  look  at  her  new 
sun-burst  and  every  two  or  three  minutes  she  would  sneak  away  to 
give  herself  the  once  over  in  the  looking  glass.  Then  they  stuffed 
me  with  home  made  cake  until  I  nearly  bust  and  out  of  self  defence, 

I  had  to  go  back  to  the  hotel.  It  was  a  bully  evening  I  spent  and 
I  always  try  to  see  Mrs.  Scott  everytime  I  go  to  town.  I  am  sorry 
I  havent  had  any  chance  to  take  her  out  much  but  as  she  is  going 
back  to  live  with  Jessie  after  this  week  I  will  see  more  of  them 
both. 
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As  you  see  I  am  still  at  Aldershot  "but  I  hope  to  get  hack 

to  my  own  battalion  at  the  end  of  next  week.  Everything  is  fine 

* 

here  but  we  are  leading  a  lazy  life.  The  scouting  course  I  am  on  is 
all  to  the  merry,  and  we  certainly  have  a  lot  of  fun.  The  first 
few  days  when  we  were  all  new  at  the  game  and  new  to  our  Sergeant 
Instructor  they  made  us  work.  We  dug  trenches  for  three  days  and 
also  did  some  crawling.  Crawling  is  the  word  for  it.  We  were 
supposed  to  crawl  about  250  yards  without  making  any  noise  or 
attracting  attention  whatsoever.  I  crawled  on  my  tummy  for  about 
ten  miles  as  I  thought  but  which  was  only  about  75  yards  actually, 
and  then  I  crawled  through  a  hedge  and  fell  asleep.  I  slept  for 
over  an  hour  and  the  old  boy  was  looking  all  over  the  lot  for  me. 
Finally  he  woke  me  up  with  his  yelling  and  I  came  out  of  my  hiding 
place  Much  to  his  disgust.  The  next  day  he  took  us  out  again  to 
do  some  more  of  his  stunts.  He  marched  us  about  five  miles  and  it 
was  as  hot  as  the  dickens  until  we  came  to  a  Village  Pub.  Here 
we  induced  him  to  stop  for  a  few  minutes  by  offering  to  buy  him 
a  couple  of  beers.  That  caught  him.  We  went  into  the  Pub  and  we 
began  to  buy  and  he  b^gan  to  drink.  We  would  get  him  talking 
about  his  experiences  in  South  Africa  and  would  slip  him  another 
couple  of  pints  whenever  he  began  to  weaken  in  his  stories.  ^rell 

we  dicta*  t  give  him  a  chance  to  think  about  the  work  he  was  going 

to  give  us  to  do  for  as  soon  as  he  would  pause  in  his  talking  we 
bought  more  suds.  This  kept  up  until  itwas  time  to  go  home  and 

it  was  comical  to  see  the  old  fellow  stagger  those  5  miles  home 

again.  The  next  day  he  took  us  out  to  do  some  shooting  and  the 
same  programme  took  place  as  on  the  previous  day.  He  seemed  to 
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enjoy  it  thoroughly  and  we  all  enjoyed  it  because  it  let  us  out 
of  a  lot  of  hard  work  and  only  cost  a  few  shillings  so  you  see 
the  enjoyment  was  quite  mutual. 

Yesterday  morning  Geoff  Marani  and  X  nearly  broke  up  the  school. 
It  happened  this  way.  We  got  up  pretty  late  and  were  in  a  hurry  to 
get  to  school  so  I  jumped  on  the  back  of  his  motorcycle  and  we  tore 
through  the  streets  of  Aldershot, arriving  at  the  school  gates  just 
as  the  parade  was  forming  up.  When  we  arrived  on  the  road  right 
in  front  of  the  whole  school  and  everyone  was  watching  us,  the  darn 
motorcycle  hit  some  loose  gravel  and  skidded.  I  can  remember  quite 
distinctly  travelling  through  space  but  the  next  thing  I  was 
sitting  on  top  of  Geoff,  who  was  on  the  road  under  the  machine.  It 
was  a  good  thing  that  I  sat  down  on  that  part  of  my  anatomy  which 
nature  intended  me  to  sit  on,  otherwise  I  might  not  have  been  so 
lucky.  Geoff  and  I  lay  on  the  road  there  too  darn  surprised  to 
do  anything  but  laugh.  The  whole  school, when  they  saw  we  were  not 
hurt, let  out  one  roar  which  shocked  the  School  Sergeant  Major 
and  they  all  ran  over  in  a  bunch  and  hauled  us  to  our  feet. 

Everyone  isstill  laughing  and  want  us  to  perform  some  more  fancy 
dives  as  a  couple  of  the  boys  didn't  see  us  before.  But  no  chance  - 
one  stunt  like  that  is  enough. 

When  I  got  back  from  London  on  Monday  morning,  I  received 
letters  from  both  yourself  and  Father  and  all  sorts  of  good 
clippings,  all  dated  about  the  28th  September,  and  also  a  letter 
from  Dr.  and  Mrs,  Young,  The  Doctor  gave  me  a  very  vivid  account 
of  a  game  of  golf  he  had  "with  a  very  close  relation  of  mine  at 
Lambton",  it  was  certainly  awfully  funny  and  I  bet  I  laughed  for 
hours.  I  can  just  see  every  stroke  that  was  played  and  the 
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aftermath  of  each  I  can  almost  hear.  I  must  write  to  them  “both  when 
I  can  possibly  get  going.  I  am  glad  to  hear  that  you  are  both 
enjoying  good  health  and  working  the  old  bus  overtime.  I  notice 
from  your  letter  that  you  are  sending  some  socks.  Thats  fine.  I 
will  be  able  to  use  them  quite  nicely  as  some  of  my  socks  are  just 
beginning  to  go.  Tell  Father  that  I  received  his  score  card  from 
Zetland  and  it  made  fine  reading  as  did  his  clippings  also. 

I  think  I  have  told  you  all  the  news  now.  jts  raining  like  the 
dickens  again  but  thats  nothing  new  here  so  I  didn*t  speaJc  of  it 
before. 

With  very  best  love  to  you  both  and  God  Bless  you. 

Your  loving  Son, 

Gerald. 

P.S. 

Your  Maple  Leaves  arrived  in  good  condition  and  I’m  keeping  them  in 
a  book  for  future  reference.  The  country  must  look  great  now. 


Love. 


G. 
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Aldershot, 


Oct.  18th,  1916. 

My  Dear  Father: - 

Just  ten  minutes  ago  when  I  returned  from  school,  I  received 
your  dandy  long  letter  of  Oct.  3rd,  also  one  from  Mother  and  one 
from  Fred  Woodland  telling  me  about  "Canadian  Might.”  Yesterday  I 
received  seven  Globes  and  the  Weekly  papers  of  the  16th  September 
so  you  see  I  have  been  corralling  all  the  mail  around  these  parts 
lately.  I  hardly  know  what  to  tell  you  about  as  nothing  especially 
startling  or  exciting  has  taken  place  since  I  last  wrote. 

In  your  letter  you  were  asking  whether  the  courses  I  have  taken 
in  the  past  will  be  taken  into  account  as  qualification  for  higher 
positions.  Mow  in  one  sense  they  do,  and  in  another  they  do  not. 

It  certainly  stands  to  reason  that  the  Subaltern  who  has  qualified 
himself  in  various  courses  will  be  given  a  choice  over  a  man  who 
has  no  special  qualifications.  But  on  the  other  hand  such  courses 
are  only  given  to  the  Subalterns  so  that  they  may  get  a  good  general 
knowledge  of  the  subject  and  on  his  return  to  the  battalion  will  be 
able  to  instruct  the  men.  So  it  really  amounts  to  having  as  many 
officers  as  possible  qualified  in  each  and  every  subject  so  there 
will  be  sufficient  instructors  throughout  the  battalion.  At  the 
present  time  each  Subaltern  is  qualified  in  at  least  one  subject 
and  most  of  them  in  two.  The  seniority  list  is  the  true  guide  as 
to  whom  is  next  in  line  forpromotion,and  our  list  as  I  think  I  told 
you  before  is  as  follows,  i.e.  as  far  as  the  Subalterns  are  concerned:- 
(1)  Snow  (2)  Boss  (3)  Heyworth  (4)  Kiln  (5)  Myself.  How  it  goes 
after  that  I  don*t  know  as  I  only  got  a  glimpse  at  the  list,  which 
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is  not  supposed  to  be  for  publication  in  and  amongst  the  battalion 
at  the  present  time.  So  whether  I  had  Captains  qualifications  or  not 
it  would  be  quite  impossible  for  me  to  cut  in  ahead  of  the  other 
four  boys.  Qualification  is  quite  unnecessary  for  promotion  on  the 
field  as  everything  depends  on  the  seniority  list. 

Your  various  messages  I  will  deliver  personally  to  the  boys 
when  I  get  back  with  them  a  week  from  Saturday, and  I  will  certainly 
be  glad  to  be  with  them  all  again  as  this  life  is  so  darn  slow  and 
monotonous  and  one  gets  fed  up  with  loafing  after  a  certain  length 
of  time,  I  received  a  note  from  Doc.  lougheed  this  morning,  in  which 
he  informs  me  that  we  have  been  reinforced  by  350  men  and  6  officers 
from  the  155th  battalion,  who  wrere  raised  from  the  London  district 
and  were  one  of  the  ringleaders  in  the  Camp  Borden  -  Sam  Hughes  Riot. 
However  I  reckon  we  will  handle  them  alright  and  there  won't  be  much 
rioting  in  this  battalion.  They  also  sent  us  6  officers  as  the 
establishment  has  been  changed  once  more  and  each  battalion  must 
carry  40  officers  instead  of  32.  It  is  too  bad  as  we  might  just  as 
well  have  brought  Jack  Alexander  and  the  others  along  with  us  instead 
of  leaving  them  at  Borden.  Speaking  about  these  boys,  they  have  all 
been  put  into  Pioneer  Battalions  at  Shomcliffe  and  I  believe  most 
of  them  have  already  gone  to  prance.  But  to  continue  -  Doc  informed 
me  that  they  were  going  to  put  a  couple  of  new  officers  in  with  us 
so  he  has  changed  our  residence  to  a  smaller  place  where  we  can  live 
alone  and  not  as  he  says  be  disturbed  by  some  one  else  snoring.  You 
can  certainly  trust  to  little  Doc  to  look  after  our  interests.  He 
also  told  me  that  he  is  quite  himself  again  as  he  had  just  received 
a  long  letter  from  his  girl,  who  loves  him  in  the  same  old  way.  So  I'm 
afraid  your  good  advice  concerning  him  will  have  to  be  disregarded  until 


some  future  date.  Stoney  is  certainly  a  great  boy  and  one  of  the 
funniest.  Much  to  his  disgust  he  has  to  get  up  at  six  o’clock  every 
morning  and  attend  Sick  Parade,  One  morning  he  arrived  back  at  the 
room  all  out  of  breath  as  he  said,  a  rat  as  big  as  a  rabbit  chased  him 
right  across  the  parade  ground  and  finally  cornered  him  so  that  he 
had  to  get  his  back  up  against  the  wall  and  fight  for  his  life,  h© 
certainly  has  a  wonderful  imagination  or  else  something  serious  is 
the  matter  v/ith  him,  jre  claims  this  to  be  the  gospel  truth  and  swears 
that  the  same  old  rat  chases  him  every  morning  and  night  whenever  he 
appears  on  the  parade  grounds.  After  this  yarn  was  told  everyone 
calls  him  "Stoney  the  Rat,"  Johnnie  Miln  also  claims  to  have  been 
attacked.  I  guess  Mr.  Rat  only  picks  on  those  of  his  own  size  as 
the  rest  of  us  have  been  immune. 

I'm  sure  I  told  you  that  I  had  safely  delivered  the  Sunburst 
to  Mrs.  Scott  the  same  day  I  received  it,  and  before  your  letters 
telling  me  of  it  had  arrived. 

We  have  been  getting  typical  English  weather  lately,  raw  and 
cold  as  the  mischief.  It  forms  the  main  topic  of  conversation  around 
these  parts  and  proves  to  be  a  very  wide  one,  as  it  keeps  everyone 
guessing  and  each  person  cofcanenting  on  it  is  able  to  add  a  few  more 
expletives  and  prefixes  than  any  former  person, with  whom  you  have 
been  conversing.  Even  the  natives  of  the  blasted  country  for  miles 
around  remark  "How  unusual  for  this  time  of  year".  Did  you  ever 
notice  how  a  person  will  tell  the  darndest  lies  about  the  rotten 
weather  of  hisnative  land.  Everyone  around  here  seems  to  apoligise 
whenever  the  subject  is  brought  up.  I  think  they  must  be  ashamed 
of  it.  When  you  w'ake  up  in  the  morning  it  is  raining  or  else 
has  just  quit  and  you  find  a  regular  Scotch  mist  all  over  the  place 
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and  if  you  can  see  through  the  stuff  it  can  he  counted  as  "most 

unusual.”  I  suppose  it  is  unusual  that  you  can  see  at  all.  After 

breakfast  you  grope  your  way  to  school,  exchanging  casual  remarks 

regarding  Old  Country  climatic  conditions,  with  every  Canadian  you 

meet,  who  generally  heartily  endorses  your  remarks  and  adds  a  few 

« 

new  ones  of  his  own.  Sometimes  the  sun  shines  then  everyone  says 
♦♦Perfectly  wonderful  weather  we  are  having,  eh”  what  wonderful 
nothing.  You  can  bet  your  boots  it  will  rain  twice  as  hard  the  next 
day  to  make  up  for  it.  However  the  officers  get  along  fairly  well 
with  their  rubber  hoots  ,  slicker  and  son- westers,  while  the  men  get 
used  to  being  wet  in  time.  Every  evening  I  get  back  to  Barracks  my 
batman  has  a  roaring  fire  going  in  the  grate  (no  furnaces  over  here) 
and  I  sit  in  my  room  in  perfect  comfort ,with  my  hoots  off  and  all  my 
old  clothes  and  sweater  on, and  write  up  my  notes  and  do  a  little 
studying  or  else  write  letters  until  bed  time.  The  two  things  that 
I  can  do  real  well  in  this  country  is  eat  and  sleep.  I  am  a  regular 
hear  at  both  games  and  the  pride  of  Albuhera.  My  hair  has  grown 
remarkably  long,  which  reminds  me  that  I  should  have  paid  a  visit  to 
the  ♦’Hairdresser"  (not  parber  over  here)  to-day,  and  I  am  getting 
remarkably  fat.  This  is  quite  noticahle  as  my  collars  are  all  getting 
too  darn  tight,  and  I  have  nearly  as  much  trouble  getting  into  them 
as  you  used  to  have  getting  into  mine. 

I  might  just  as  well  stop  now  as  I’m  afraid  I  can't  say  any  more 
but  hope  to  have  some  sort  of  news  next  time,  as  I'm  going  to  London 
this  week  end  to  see  Jimmie  and  all  the  other  boys.  Tell  Mother  that  I 
am  feeling  well  and  I  am  keeping  my  feet  dry  and  my  nose  clean. 
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With  very  best  love  to  you 
are  both  enjoying  good,  health. 


both  and  so  glad  to  hear  that  you 
God  Bless  you  all. 

Your  loving  Bon, 


Gerald, 


Al/buhera  Barracks, 


Aldershot,  Oct,23/l6. 

My  Bear  Mother:- 

The  course  at  Aldershot  is  drawing  to  a  close  and  I  hope  hy 
next  Monday  to  be  back  with  the  boys  at  Bramshoti,  although  it  has 
been  a  very  pleasant  three  v/eeks  holiday,  and  although  slov;  in  spots 
nevertheless  has  its  advantages,  especially  in  the  shape  of  week 
end  leave  which  is  to  be  had  each  v;eek  merely  for  the  asking,  end  I 
have  taken  the  fullest  advantage  possible  of  the  privilege  and  have 
spent  each  and  every  one  of  the  week  ends  up  in  town,  where  I  have 
met  hundreds  of  boys  I  know,  and  to  see  them  again  things  certainly 
make  it  worth  the  while.  A  week  ago  Saturday,  as  I  told  you,  I  Diet 
Jimmie  who  had  a  great  big  fairy  story  about  norma  Smith  coming 
over  here  to  attend  some  school  or  other.  I  thought  he  wras  just 
raving  as  he  was  in  love  and  therefore  not  quite  responsible  for 
what  he  v/as  saying  so  I  humoured  him  along. 

last  Saturday  I  went  up  to  town  and  spent  Saturday  afternoon 
with  him  and  his  lady  love, by  attending  a  Movie  show  and  after¬ 
wards  supping  tea  in  some  swell  dump,  after  which  they  shook  me 
so  I  went  to  the  show  with  Doc  iraclachlan  and  Reg.  Elliot  (you 
remember  Reg  at  jackgons  Point)  whom  we  managed  to  run  into  at 
the  Cecil.  As  we  could  only  manage  to  get  one  single  room  at  the 
Hotel  (Reg  got  that)  we  all  bunked  in  the  one  bed,  which  was  sure 
one  av/ful  tight  squeeze,  and  whenever  one  Y/anted  to  turn  we  all 
had  to  and  as  usual  had  our  breakfast  in  our  bed  on  Sunday 
morning  a  la  Harry  Lauder.  We  managed  to  get  up  and  dressed  by 
half  past  twelve  and  after  meeting  Jimmie  (who  managed  to  break 
a?;ay)  we  all  had  lunch  together  at  some  other  swell  joint. 
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After  our  lunch  we  strolled  back  to  the  Hotel  (Jim  left  us  after 
the  fish  course)  and  there  met  Jack  and  Stewart  Boulter,  Chap 
Kilmer  and  any  number  of  the  other  boys, and  so  sat  down  in  the 
large  reception  room, or  Tdiatever  it  is, and  had  a  great  old  talk* 

Along  about  four  o'clock,  just  when  the  conversation  was  beginning 
to  lag,  I  noticed  two  or  three  ladies  standing  in  the  doorway  looking 
right  over  at  me.  I  thought  Gee  I  must  be  making  a  hit  or  else  my 
kilt  wasn't  low  enough.  I  looked  them  over  and  as  I  didn't  know  any 
of  them  I  dropped  back  into  a  half  doze,  from  which  I  had  just 
awakened.  The  next  minute  however,  I  was  on  my  feet  and  running 
towards  them  for  there  stood  Norma  Smith  looking  straight  at  me. 

I  was  never  so  surprised  in  all  my  life.  There  we  were  in  the  Cecil. 

I  beating  it  for  the  door  and  Norm  beating  it  for  me.  We  met  about 
half  way  and  then  clinched.  She  nearly  shook  my  hand  off  and  I 
didn't  quite  know  whether  to  let  out  a  yell  or  keep  quiet.  I  know 
I  managed  to  ask  her  where  in  the  name  of  heavenly  dick  she  came  from, 
and  what  the  sam  hill  was  she  doing  here.  We  were  both  asking  questions 
as  hard  as  we  could  and  giving  no  time  whatever  for  an  answer  before 
we  would  shoot  another  one  over.  At  last  we  quieted  down  a  bit  and 
she  introduced  me  to  her  friends  and  so  I  asked  them  to  have  some  tea. 
Then  I  realized  what  a  mistake  I  had  made, because  at  that  moment  I  had 
exactly  one  shilling  and  tuppence  in  my  jeans,  and  the  Bank  closed 
until  Monday.  However  they  didn't  even  give  me  a  fighting  chance 
to  crawl  as  they  were  delighted  with  the  idea,  so  down  they  all 
flopped  and  began  to  order  enough  stuff,  which  made  me  sweat  all  over 
and  made  my  one  and  two  look  like  a  Chinese  Pesos.  You  can  imagine 
me  sitting  there  with  a  genial  smile  of  hospitality  on  my  face  and 
feeling  like  a  gone  turkey  inside  and  my  left  hand  rubbing  those  two 
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penniesand  the  shilling  against  each  other,  and  trying  to  kid 
myself  that  they  wouldn't  eat  more  than  a  dimes  worth.  But  lord 
they  kept  on  ordering  and  as  each  new  item  was  called  out  my  heart 
skipped  a  couple  of  heats.  It  looked  to  me  like  a  dirty  night. 

But  thank  the  Lord  Brad  Snow  hurst  into  view  and  before  he  could 
turn  around  I  had  a  pound  off  him,  which  he  protested  at  my  taking 
as  it  left  him  strapped  with  only  a  Toronto  car  ticket  and  the 
return  ticket  on  the  railroad  to  Bramshoit.  But  its  more  blessed 
to  give  than  to  receive  so  I  left  him  my  blessing  in  spite  of  his 
cursing  me.  The  last  I  saw  of  him  he  was  beating  it  after  some¬ 
one  he  knew  with  the  desire  of  making  a  touch,  I  hope  he  succeeded 
Anyway  I  haven* t  seen  him  since,  well  I  strolled  back  to  the 
table  and  apoligised  for  having  so  suddenly  left  them,  and 
explained  that  I  had  to  give  him  an  important  message  from  the 
Colonel.  I  was  entirely  forgiven.  With  a  certain  sense  of 
feeling  of  relief,  I  sat  down  again  and  looked  over  the  victuals, 
which  seemed  so  extensive  before  but  had  now  shrunk  to  a  very 
meager  quantity.  Bo  just  to  show'  that  money  was  nothingto  me 
I  got  the  waiter  to  bring  in  an  apple  pie  and  some  French  Pastry. 
They  all  slopped  their  tea  into  them  and  refused  any  more,  even 
though  I  insisted  on  another  bucket  full,  but  now  that  I  had  the 
money,  nothing  doing.  Isn't  that  woman-like  for  you?  Well  after 
straining  a  couple  of  quarts  or  so  through  my  moustache  and  also 
scalding  my  throat  to  which  I  only  said  "Dear,  dear",  norm  and  I 
shook  the  rest  and  hopped  into  a  taxi  and  dropped  in  on  the 
Bonds  arid  Jimmie.  We  sat  in  front  of  a  big  grate  fire  and  talked 
for  hours,  it  seemed  so  funny  and  strange  and  yet  so  natural  to 
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be  seated  talking  with  this  Oakville  crowd  in  London  of  all 
places,  and  believe  me  it  most  certainly  made  me  feel  that  after 
all  home  isn't  so  far  away  as  it  seems. 

We  had  a  long  talk  and  a  most  enjoyable  evening  and  as  I 
had  to  catch  the  10,30  train  for  Aldershot  I  broke  up  the  party 
by  taking  norma  back  to  her  hotel,  and  afterwards  going  to  the 
station  myself,  norm  told  me  that  she  had  seen  you  in  Oakville 
and  that  you  had  sent  me  all  sorts  of  messages  etc,  and  also  had 
given  her  a  letter  to  Mrs,  Scott,  I  hoj?e  to  be  in  town  the 
coming  week  end  and  if  so  I  am  going  to  take  her  around  and 
introduce  her,  Uaturally  after  all  this  excitement  that  occured 
I  didn't  see  Mrs.  Scott,  but  I  am  going  to  write  her  a  note  to¬ 
night  or  else  to-morrow  morning, 

I  guess  I've  said  enough  in  this  for  one  letter  so  its  me 
for  the  haymow.  With  all  sorts  of  love  to  both  yourself  and 
Father,  and  God  Bless  You. 

Your  loving  Son, 

.Gerald » 

P.S. 

Tell  Father  I  have  received  a  note  from  Mr.  Wm.  Robins  and  I  wilj. 
call  on  him  in  London  next  week. 


G , 


Love, 


B rams ho  1 1  C  amp  , 


Oct.  30th,  1916. 

Dear  Mother:- 

X  arrived  hack  at  Bramshott  last  night  and  immediately  heat  it  into 
the  Mess, as  I  was  sure  there  would  he  some  mail  for  me  and  I  wasn’t 
disappointed.  Fred  Grant  said  as  I  appeared  in  the  room,  "Thank  Clod 
you  have  arrived,  we  have  just  heen  discussing  the  advisability  of 
moving  the  Mess  into  another  hut  to  make  room  for  all  your  parcels.” 

Gad  in  one  corner  of  the  room  parcels  and  newspapers  galore,  as  well 
as  letters,  were  stacked  up  a  mile  high.  You  should  have  seen  me 
tackle  those  bundles  just  exactly  like  a  Fox  Terrier  after  a  rat.  Your 
parcel  of  socks,  handkerchiefs,  and  candies  were  with  the  rest  and  in 
excellent  condition.  The  handkerchiefs  were  exactly  what  I  needed. 

The  candies  were  great,  and  the  socks  were  simply  wonderful.  All  the 
hoys  took  a  feel  at  them  and  said  they  were  the  softest  ever.  They 
are  simply  grand  and  the  finest  I  ever  saw.  In  fact  they  seem  too 
good  to  wear.  I  also  received  a  parcel  from  Mrs.  Young  full  of  candy, 
coffee,  Marmalade  and  the  Lord  knows  what  all.  It  even  included  a 
can  opener  so  Doc  Lougheed  and  I  are  going  to  have  a  great  old  feed 
one  of  these  fine  nights.  I  also  rec’d  about  9  Toronto  Globes,  Star 
Weeklies  and  Sunday  Worlds  from  Father,  all  kinds  of  clippings,  about 
three  letters  from  Father  and  also  the  funniest  letter  in  the  world 
form  Bill  Burns.  I  had  a  grand  time  with  it  all  and  passed  out  the 
papers  and  clippings  to  the  gang,  while  I  read  my  letters.  It  was 
certainly  a  grand  home  coming  and  you  can  bet  I  was  mighty  glad  to  be 
back. 

Our  course  at  Aldershot  finished  Friday  afternoon  so  I  caught 
the  evening  train  for  town,  and  after  I  had  had  my  dinner  I  rang  up 
Jessie  Scott,  who  was  doing  nothing  in  particular,  so  I  beat  it  out 


i 


» 


t 


* 


•- 

. 


. 


„ 


, 


’ 


. 


. 

, 

. 


. 

.  * 


there  and  had  a  quiet  little  talk  with  her.  About  eleven  o’clock  Mrs. 
Scott  strolled  in  from  Mrs.  Willis ons  ana  we  had  some  more  talking 
until  about  midnight,  when  I  thought  it  about  time  to  let  them  go  to 
bed.  On  Saturday  I  visited  the  Bank  of  Montreal  and  got  "well  heeled" 
and  in  the  afternoon  got  a  hold  of  Forma  Smith  and  took  her  out  to 
Mrs.  Scotts,  where  we  had  afternoon  tea  with  Mrs.  Scott,  Jessie  and 
Mrs.  Hall  (the  Mother  of  Arthur).  I  juggled  my  tea  on  one  knee,  a 
plate  of  cake  on  the  other,  a  hunk  of  toast  in  one  hand,  and  some 
sandwiches  in  the  other.  Then  I  dug  in  for  fair. 

I  told  them  of  my  experiences  in  getting  back  to  the  hotel  the 
night  before,  when  I  think  I  travelled  all  over  London,  in  the  bov/els 
of  the  earth  in  the  tube.  I  got  completely  lost  and  it  took  me  two 
hours  to  get  home  instead  of  a  regular  15  minute  jaunt. 

Form  and  I  stayed  and  had  dinner  and  then, as  Mrs.  Hall  had  gone  home, 
the  four  of  us  went  to  the  theatre  and  saw  "Potash  and  Perlmuttes  in 
Society".  It  was  very  funny  and  Mrs.  Scott  got  giggling  and  naturally 
couldn’t  stop,  which  started  Jessie  and  Form,  so  the  three  of  them 
cackled  like  a  mess  of  setting  hens  throughout  the  whole  show,  and  as 
we  blew  ourselves  to  a  box  in  sight  of  everyone.  I  felt  like  a  nickle, 
and  every  time  I  opened  my  mouth  to  tell  them  what  a  lot  of  silly  nuts 
they  were  they  cackled  in  unison.  jftb,  Scott  laughed  and  her  face  got 
red  and  the  tears  poured  down  her  face  until  I  thought  she  would  be 
sick.  She  even  said  she  was  weak  at  the  knees,  which  reminded  me  of 
you  after  a  shot  of  Port  Wine.  On  the  way  home  I  recalled  to  Mrs. 

Scott  the  evening  you  both  got  soused  on  Rheubarb  Wine,  in  the  kitchen, 
and  she  laughed  all  over  again.  It  was  a  mighty  funny  evening  and 
when  I  called  on  Sunday  she  was  still  giggling. 

On  Sunday  we  called  on  Mrs.  Willison  and  took  her  for  a  drive 


for  an  hour  or  so.  Then  went  hack  to  her  place  and  had  our  tea. 

I  was  with  the  Scotts  nearly  all  the  time  and  spent  one  of  the  hest 
week  ends  I  have  yet  put  in. 

The  mail  is  closing  in  about  two  minutes  so  I  must  cut  it  short. 
When  I  write  again  I'll  tell  you  about  my  experience  in  the  Under¬ 
ground.  Before  I  quit  I  must  thank  you  again  for  the  socks  and 
handkerchiefs.  They  were  simply  grand. 

I  will  write  Mrs .  Young  and  thank  her  too. 

All  sorts  of  love  to  yourself  and  Bather,  and  God  Bless  You. 

Your  loving  son, 

Gerald, 


Witley  Camp, 


Nov,  4th,  1916. 

My  Dear  Father:  - 

To-day  we  are  here  and  to-morrow  we  are  somewhere  else,  where 
we  will  be  to-morrow  no  one  knows.  Last  Tuesday  afternoon  about 
four  o* clock  the  order  came  from  Headquarters  to  be  ready  to  move  to 
Witley  Camp  by  two  o'clock  the  next  afternoon,  so  as  you  can  imagine 
everything  was  in  an  uproar  and  we  all  resembled  a  bunch  of  bees,  the 
way  we  had  to  buzz  around.  However,  by  noon  on  Wednesday,  after 
working  until  pretty  late  the  night  before  and  all  morning,  we  were 
all  ready  to  move, and  then  of  course  it  had  to  commence  raining 
and  believe  me  it  certainly  did  itself  proud.  It  rained  to  beat  the 
band  and  at  two  o'clock  our  parade  ground  resembled  a  pig  sty  there 
was  so  much  mud.  Well  we  walked  the  six  miles  to  Witley  and  it  rained 
like  the  dickens  all  the  time,  and  naturally  all  the  men  were  soaked 
throughto  the  skin,  and  when  we  arrived  we  found  that  the  127th 
Battalion,  whose  quarters  we  took  over,  had  received  no  instructions 
to  get  out  until  about  an  hour  before  we  arrived,  so  we  had  to  put 
our  men  into  huts  with  their  men  and  believe  me  those  old  huts  were 
somewhat  crowded.  Our  men  hov/ever  showed  their  ability  to  take  care 
of  themselves , for  on  asking  them  next  morning  how  they  managed  to 
spend  the  night  they  informed  me  that  everything  was  fine,  as  they 
didn't  use  their  own  wet  blankets  but  evidently  borrowed  those  of  the 
127th  and  left  the  wet  ones  for  those  poor  suckers.  Also  they 
managed  to  pick  out  the  be  si;  spots  in  the  huts  viz,  around  the  stoves. 
How  the  127th  managed  I  don't  know  but  I'll  back  ounnen  against  any 
of  them  when  it  comes  to  shifting  for  themselves*  Luckily  the  other 
crowd  moved  out  the  next  day,  otherwise  there  might  possibly  have 
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been  a  row.  They  are  certainly  a  great  bunch  of  boys  and  know 
how  to  take  care  of  themselves  in  any  old  kind  of  an  emergency. 

The  idea  of  shifting  us  to  Witley  from  Bramshott  is  that  the 
Fifth  Canadian  Division  is  to  be  formed  here, and  evidently  we  are 
slated  to  hold  down  a  place  with  the  Ontario  Brigade.  This  makes 
us  all  feel  fine  as  we  have  now  every  hope  in  the  world  of  remaining 
as  a  unit  as  long  as  the  Fifth  Division  keeps  its  head  above  water. 
This  means  that  if  the  Canadians  put  another  Division  in  the  field 
in  the  future  we  will  be  right  with  them.  Fext  week  ?/e  start 
Divisional  Training  and  the  first  thing  on  the  programme  is  to  put 
the  remainder  of  our  men  through  Musketry  and  after  that  we  will 
work,  not  so  much  as  a  unit,  but  as  part  of  the  Brigade.  Other 
Toronto  Battalions  that  have  evidently  caught  a  place  in  the  Division 
are,  Col.  Kingsmill's  123rd  Battalion,  and  Col.  Chadwick’s  124th 
Battalion  (originally  fouhded  from  the  G.G.B.G.and  Mississauga  Horse). 
We  all  hope  that  we  will  be  brigaded  together  as  we  all  know  each 
other  since  we  recruited  at  the  old  Armouries  together.  The  other 
poor  suckers  that  don't  make  the  Division  will  be  smashed  up  and  sent 
over  in  drafts,  so  naturally  we  are  all  quite  pleased. 

In  one  of  Mothers  letters  I  was  greatly  amused  to  hear  that 
Toronto  gossip  had  it  that  we  were  slated  for  Egypt.  I  told  the  other 
boys  and  we  all  had  a  good  laugh.  Here's  a  tip  -  don't  believe  all 
the  rumours  you  hear,  because  in  this  game  rumours  are  more  numerous 
than  flees  on  a  dog.  Ever  since  we  started  recruiting  rumours  have 
been  numerous  and  I  suppose  always  will  be  until  the  battalion  becomes 
extinct,  j'fc  is  part  of  the  game.  Don't  believe  all  you  hear  because 
I  will  hand  you  the  straight  dope  and  keep  you  informed  from  time  to 
time.  This  movement  necessarily  means  that  the  Battalion  will  be 


, 

r 

, 


,  ' 

' 

. 

| 

• 

' 

. 

. 


, 

. 

• 

. 

' 

* 

■ 

■ 


quartered  here  in  England  for  the  next  four  or  five  months  on  Brigade 
and  Divisional  training  unless  something  unforseen  happens  to  the 
whole  shooting  match. 

Witley,  as  a  camp ,  is  situated  in  country  quite  similar  to 
Bramshott  surroundings  and  is  supposed  to  be  less  muddy,  but  as  far  as 
I’ve  seen  it’s  just  as  bad  if  not  worse.  The  one  big  disadvantage 
is  that  we  have  no  decent  battalion  parade  ground, and  the  biggest 
advantage  that  I  can  see  is  that  in  each  of  the  officers  rooms  there 
is  a  nice  little  grate  or  fire  place,  which  we  certainly  make  use  of 
every  evening  which  helps  an  awful  lot  to  brighten  and  cheer  everyone 
up  after  a  sloppy  day’s  work  in  the  rain. 

My  address  in  future  will  be  “Witley  Camp,  Surrey,  Eng.”,  but  any 
mail  that  may  be  addressed  to  me  at  Bramshott  will  be  forwarded  to  me 
according  to  arrangements  made  at  the  Post  Office  there  before  we  left. 

In  answer  to  your  questions  re  newspapers,  I  think  I  told  you 
before  that  the  same  are  arriving  O.K.  except  that  they  come  irregularly 
and  in  batches,  but  which  are  nevertheless  none  the  less  appreciated. 

Your  letters  have  been  arriving  regularly  and  the  clippings  have  been 
keeping  us  all  in  touch  with  Toronto  news. 

Hoping  both  you  and  Mother  are  enjoying  the  best  of  health.  I 
am  feeling  great  and  getting  as  fat  as  a  hog. 

Best  love  to  you  both,  and  God  Bless  you. 


"Gerald," 


Your  loving  son. 
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Witley  Camp,  Surrey, 


Mov.  8th,  1916. 

Bear  Father 

At  last  we  are  settled  down  in  our  new  camp  and  quite  as 
comfortable  as  possible,  or  as  much  as  the  rainy  weather  will  permit 
us  to  be.  It  is  certainly  a  wonderful  country  for  rain  and  it 
certainly  keeps  us  all  guessing.  To-day,  however,  has  been  the  very 
first  in  three  weeks  that  it  hasn*t  spilt  the  few  odd  drops  and 
everyone  is  so  pleased  that  we  nearly  cabled  home  to  let  you  know  it 
had  stopped  raining.  Outside  of  the  moisture  the  weather  has  been 
remarkably  warm  compared  with  the  usual  November  weather  at  home, 
and  it  has  been  on  exceptional  days  only  that  an  overcoat  has  been 
necessary  for  warmth  purposes.  But  it  is  a  great  country  for  rain 
coats.  ITo  one  even  thinks  of  stirring  more  than  a  couple  of  hundred 
yards  from  the  quarters  without  one,  for  if  you  do  its  ten  to  one 
you  *  11  get  soaked.  So  on  even  the  finest  days  everyone  may  be  seen 
carrying  a  waterproof  and  it  generally  conies  in  useful  too.  Last 
night  the  roof  over  our  room,  unable  to  withstand  the  strain, 
suddenly  commenced  to  leak  in  about  ten  places,  the  biggest  of  which, 
unfortunately,  happened  to  be  right  over  my  bed.  When  we  discovered 
it  this  morning  Stoney  refused  to  believe  that  there  v/as  anything 
wrong  with  the  roof  at  all  but  placed  the  blame  on  other  quarters. 

Luckily  the  camp  is  situated  on  high  ground  and  on  fairly 
sandy  soil  so  we  are  very  seldom  troubled  with  mud,  which  is  a  great 
blessing  and  very  seldom  do  we  require  to  wear  our  rubber  boots, 
but  with  an  eye  for  the  future  a  number  of  us  have  received  from 
Canada  (and  from  Midland  the  town  which  Fred  Grant  has  made  famous 
at  that)  a  pair  of  Carrigans,  which  come  almost  up  to  the  knee. 


They  are  going  to  come  in  very  useful  when  we  get  into  muddy  and 
sloppy  surroundings. 

Just  two  miles  from  the  camp  is  the  Village  of  Milford,  which 
boasts  of  a  railway  station,  and  a  couple  of  stores  and  a  few  pubs, 

and  it  is  from  here  that  we  embark  and  disembark  on  our  week  end 

leaves  up  to  London  town. 

The  camp  is  on  the  same  line  i.e.  the  London  and  South  Western 
Ry  as  that  running  to  "Liphook  for  Bramshott  Camp”  and  which  place 
is  just  six  miles  distant,  and  necessarily  that  much  farther  from 
London. 

About  a  mile  farther  along  the  Portsmouth  Road  is  the  town  of 
Godaiming  and  about  five  miles  farther  is  Guildford.  Last  night 
A1  Ramsey,  Brad  Snow,  John  Miln  and  myself  went  to  the  latter  town 
just  in  time  to  drop  into  the  theatre  to  see  one  of  the  punkegt  shows 
I  have  ever  seen  in  all  my  life.  Why  the  shows  we  used  to  see  at 

St.  Catherines  were  ten  times  as  good.  I  think  the  Company  was  one 

of  those  things  which  play  to  one  night  stands  all  over  the  country. 
But  the  show  itself  —  we  ran  into  the  thing  blind  without  looking 
at  the  name  and  what  do  you  think  we  saw  —  our  old  friend  "East  Lynne 
It  was  a  stupendous  production  so  it  said  on  the  programme  and 
believe  me  we  all  enjoyed  it  to  the  utmost.  We  hissed  the  Villian 
and  cheered  the  hero  and  heroine  along  v/ith  the  rest  of  the  audience 
and  had  the  time  of  our  lives.  The  acting  or  whatever  they  called  it 
as  you  can  easily  imagine  was  punk,  which  made  us  enjoy  the  evening 
all  the  more.  Guildford  is  some  burg  all  right. 

Here  are  some  of  the  first  pictures  we  have  taken  of  the 
camp  and  some  of  the  boys,  and  as  A1  Ramsey  only  got  them  to-night 
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I  am  sending  them  along  to  you.  You  may  notice  in  one  of  Stoney 
and  myself  that  the  screen  I  used  to  wear  has  disappeared  from 
my  upper  lip,  according  to  the  privilege  granted  from  General 
Headquarters  to  permit  officers  to  shave  the  upper  lip  if  they  so 
desire, Say  you  ought  to  see  Phil  Boyd.  I  will  send  a  picture  of  the 
gang  along  to  you  in  the  near  future  and  you* 11  see  for  yourself 
that  he  is  the  very  image  of  Sir  Sam  Hughes  and  is  known  by  that 
name  all  over  camp.  I  didn't  realize  before  what  a  difference  a 
moustache  --  or  rather  the  lack  of  one  --  made  in  a  person. 

You  may  also  notice  from  this  snap  shot  that  I'm  not  growing 
very  much  thinner.  On  the  contrary,  I  think  I  have  been  gaining 
about  five  pounds  every  v/eek  since  we  have  struck  this  country. 

We  have  received  no  further  news  concerning  the  Fifth  Division 
but  that  we  know  our  place  in  same  is  almost  a  surety.  But  who 
knows  what  is  going  to  happen  next?  nevertheless  we  are  all  content 
to  sit  down  and  wait  results. 

We  were  all  glad  to  notice  in  to-nights  papers  that  Hughes 
has  walloped  Wilson  in  the  U.S.  elections  and  we  hope  for  a 
decided  improvement  in  the  attitude  of  the  States  in  the  future. 

How  are  you  and  Mother  keeping? 

Give  her  my  best  love  and  God  Bless  and  keep  you  both. 

Your  loving  Son, 


"Gerald", 
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Witley  Camp,  Surrey,  Eng., 


1Toy.  14  th,  1916. 

My  Bear  Mother:- 

Your  letters  and  parcels  are  arriving  safely, and  it  seems  every 
day  there  is  an  incoming  mail  I  haul  down  a  goodly  share.  Just  the 
other  day  I  received  your  second  parcel  containing  socks,  shirts  and 
candy.  The  shirts  are  fine  and  will  come  in  mighty  handy,  especially 
the  silky  one  which  I  will  crawl  into  when  I  intend  to  put  on  a  little 
dog  and  make  a  heavy  splash  in  London.  The  socks  were  also  good  and 
I*m  sure  must  have  caused  you  a  whole  lot  of  hard  work.  Knowing  this 
you  see  I  appreciate  them  all  the  more  and  they  will  also  help  me 
"splash"  in  town.  As  for  the  candy  "nuf  sed".  To  tell  you  that  they 
disappeared  in  about  two  shakes  of  a  dead  lambs  tail  is  sufficient  to 
let  you  know  how  much  they  were  appreciated.  Your  letter  of  about 
the  25th  of  October  arrived  safely,  along  with  a  letter  enclosing 
clippings  from  father,  and  also  a  joint  letter  from  father,  frank  and 
Mib  from  Montreal.  Heedless  to  say  how  pleased  I  was  to  get  them. 

This  last  week  or  so  we  have  been  plodding  along  in  the  same  old 
way  around  camp, and  it  began  to  get  pretty  tiresome, so  A1  Ramsey  and 
I  skipped  down  to  London  after  Church  Parade  on  Sunday.  We  walked 
into  the  Savoy  about  two  o*clock  and  discovered  quite  a  gang  of  the 
boys  hovering  around.  Stan  Beatty,  Ollie  Junkin,  Evan  Ryrie,  Art 
Stanway,  Jamie  Auld,  Ev  Smith,  A1  and  myself  all  had  lunch  together 
and  it  certainly  was  fine  to  see  them  all.  That  is  the  beauty  of 
the  London  trip.  Every  week  you  go  to  town  you  bump  into  an 
entirely  new  bunch.  After  lunch  I  beat  it  out  to  Mrs.  Scouts  and 
met  Charlie  Crompton,  who  has  just  returned  from  Salonika  and  on 
his  way  home  to  Canada.  So  Mrs.  Scott,  Charlie  and  myself  went  out 
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to  the  McMillans  for  tea,  while  Jessie  and  Form  (who  is  living  with 
Mrs.  Scott)  went  out  for  a  motor  ride  wi th  a  couple  of  the  boys 
on  leave  from  Prance.  By  the  way  the  McMillans  are  on  their  way  to 
Australia  and  I  understand  intend  stopping  in  Toronto  for  a  couple  of 
days  with  Mrs.  Boyce  Thompson.  They  are  great  friends  of  Mrs.  Scotts. 
After  tea  we  went  back  to  Mrs.  Sc o its  for  dinner,  where  the  motoring 
party  joined  us,  also  Mrs.  Willison.  A.fter  dinner  Jimmie,  Mary  and 
Dorothy  Bond  dropped  in  and  we  had  a  mighty  pleasant  evening.  I  got 
back  to  the  Savoy  about  half  past  eleven  and  slept  with  A1  in  Ollie 
Junkins  room.  Mot  that  we  did  much  sleeping  as  we  all  talked  until 
about  half  past  two  and  we  had  to  get  up  at  five  to  catch  our  train 
back  to  Camp. 

I  am  sorry  I  must  quit  now  as  the  postman  is  waiting  until  I 
finish. 

Best  lo^e  to  you  and  Father,  and  Cod  Bless  You. 

Your  loving  Son, 


’’Gerald,  ” 


Witley  Camp,  Surrey,  Eng 


Hov  •  16  th,  1916. 

Bear  Father:- 

Your  newspapers  are  arriving  fairlj^  regularly  now  although 
they  come  in  batches  of  two s  and  threes,  which  is  caused  by  the  mails 
which  presumably  only  leave  Canada  twice  a  week  or  so.  But  it  makes 
no  difference  as  I  start  in  on.  the  first  page  of  the  earliest  paper 
and  don't  quit  until  I  have  read  the  last  of  Eatons  Ad  on  the  last 
page.  Your  two  Popular  Magazines  also  arrived  safe 13^  and  made  fine 
reading.  last  night  I  received  two  parcels  of  socks  from  Mother, 
which  I  certainly  appreciate  as  I  know  she  has  taken  all  sorts  of 
pains  in  making  them.  They  are  all  beautiful.  I  have  received  all 
parcels,  letters  and.  clippings  up  to  date  go  don't  v/orry  about  them 
arriving  at  their  destination. 

Everything  at  Witle3r  Camp  is  fine  and  running  along  very  smoothly, 
in  fact  you  could  stick  us  in  any  old  camp  in  the  country  and  once 
we  get  settled  down  they  would  all  look  alike  to  us.  We  are  kept 
busy  all  day  drilling  the  men  or  else  working  in  the  Orders  Room 
and  have  very  little  time  to  admire  the  scenery  or  the  surroundings. 

We  had  a  mighty  funny  Mess-night  the  other  evening.  It  started 
off  very  quietly  and  had  all  the  ear  marks  of  being  the  blooming  bore 
it  always  is,  but  Hugh  Murray,  Fred  Grant  and  Scotty  Shiell  all  tried 
some  new  fangled  cock  tail  that  Major  Allan  heard  about,  and  the  result 
was  that  everything  began  to  take  on  a  rosy  look.  Oh  yes,  Phil  Boyd 
took  a  crack  at  it  too.  The  fur  began  to  fly  then  as  they  all  began 
laughing  and  all  trying  to  make  speeches  at  once  and  the  same  time, 
and  to  cap  the  climax  the  band  began  to  play  a  bunch  of  Scotch  airs. 
That  was  the  last  straw,  Hugh  tilted  his  head  back  and  smiled  all  over 


and  hummed  away  and  heat  time  with  a  knife  on  the  numerous  plates, 
glasses,  etc.  within  reach  in  Zetland  style.  Then,  he  would  yell 
over  at  me  "Hi,  Irish  isn’t  that  grand  music".  Fred  Grant  kept  time 
with  the  music  by  trying  to  sing.  Gee  it  nearly  bust  up  the  party. 

And  Phil  Boyd  would  come  in  at  the  end  of  each  verse  by  bellowing  out 
the  battle  cry  of  the  Boyd  clan  "Confide"  and  at  the  same  time  would 
demonstrate  the  crest  of  the  Clan  by  holding  up  his  arm  to  its  full 
extent  and  pointing  one  finger  to  the  sky. 

I  never  saw  one  measly  cock- tail  hit  a  crowd  so  hard.  Hugh  got 
generous  and  nearly  gave  away  his  shirt,  while  Scotty  Shiell  (Scotch 
as  he  is)  presented  the  megs  with  a  25  lh  cheese,  amid  deafening  applause. 
Then  someone  presented  the  Band  Master  with  a  box  of  cigars  and  got 
him  to  play  the  piece  again.  I  thought  they  would  never  quit.  It 
was  the  funniest  sight  I  ever  saw.  Fred  Grant  done  himself  proud 
when  he,  as  Mess  President,  insisted  on  making  a  speech  in  memory 
of  Sam  Hughes.  It  was  some  speech  believe  me. 

last  night  Ross,  Heyworth,  Mi In,  A1  Ramsey  and  myself  went  to 
Guildford  and  saw  a  punk  show,  but  we  told  everyone  this  morning  it 
was  great  so  a  whole  gang  of  the  senior  officers  are  going  down  to¬ 
night  to  see  the  show.  I  see  where  they  will  be  looking  for  us  with 
a  club  to-morrow  morning.  But  since  we  got  stung  we  hate  to  be  lonely 
so  companions  in  misery  will  be  agreeable. 

That  is  about  all  the  news  I  can  give  you  as  everything  is  just 
the  same  old  routine  during  the  day,  and  after  dinner  we  generally 
sit  around  reading  or  else  go  for  a  little  walk  and  then  go  to  our 
own  rooms  and  toast  our  toes  and  then  hop  into  bed. 


The  weather,  strange  to  say,  has  been  beautiful  this  last 
week.  The  sun  has  been  working  overtime  and  to-day  there  is  actually 
a  touch  of  frost  in  the  air. 

Tell  Mother  I  don't  need  any  flannels  or  anything  like  that 
because  I  haven't  even  worn  any  that  I  brought  over  with  me  as  yet. 

If  I  ever  do  need  any  I'll  let  her  know.  Give  her  my  very  best  love 
and  tell  her  I'm  feeling  great, 

Mow  I  think  I'll  hoof  it  to  bed.  Good  night  and  God  Bless  you 

both. 

Your  affectionate  Son, 


"Gerald", 


November  17th,  1916. 


Witley  Camp,  Surrey. 

My  Dear  Frank 

I’m  almost  afraid  to  even  start  this  letter  to  you,  seeing 
that  it  has  been  so  darn  long  since  I  "fixed  bayonets  on  my  trusty 
Waterman."  as  Bill  Burns  says,  and  tore  off  a  few  add  lines.  But 
"honest  to  Gawd  Major"  as  St.  Louis,  one  of  our  French  Canadian 
crooks  used  to  say  to  Major  Murray,  I've  been  so  darn  busy  that  it 
has  been  all  I  could  do  to  write  home  every  week;.  However,  in 
self  defence,  I  must  admit  that  I  have  started  on  several  occasions 
to  do  my  duty  but  for  some  reason  or  another  never  did  I  finish 
them.  So  I'm  starting  all  over  again  and  hope  to  God  this  doesn't 
share  the  same  fate  as  the  others.  You  have  done  noble  in  writing 
as  often  as  you  have  and  I  think  I  have  received  them  all  O.K.  to 
date.  The  last  was  a  composite  letter  or  a  three  in  one  from 
yourself.  Father  and  Mib,  evidently  written  after  some  walloping 
big  meal  at  the  Windsor,  which  must  have  been  great.  I  can  hear 
Pa?/  gulp  from  here  and  can  see  him  quite  plainly  picking  his  teeth 
and  reading  the  newspaper.  It  was  also  good  to  hear  from  Mib  too. 
Tell  her  I  haven't  seen  Billy  yet  but  possibly  I'll  bump  into  him 
some  of  these  fine  days  in  London.  That  is  the  meeting  place  for 
Canadians. 

The  Lord  only  knows  what  I  am  going  to  write  you  about  as 
things  are  carried  on  in  the  same  old  way,  without  one  variation 
from  the  routine,  which. has  been  like  the  poor  with  us  from  the  first 
and  will  be  most  always.  I'm  not  going  to  go  into  the  routine  here 
because  it  is  too  damned  tiresome  and  uninteresting,  but  I  might 


just  say  a  few  words  about  some  of  the  characters  we  have  or  have 
had  in  the  Company.  Just  this  afternoon  when  things  were  a  little 
slack  I  picked  up  the  roll  book  of  the  Company  in  which  every  man 
who  ever  passed  through  the  Company  has  his  name  recorded.  There 
certainly  were  some  great  old  characters  but  thank  God.  we  are  now 
rid  of  all  the  "undesirables "  and  the  crowd  now  with  us  are 
absolutely  the  pick  of  the  whole  attested  bunch.  To  look  back  on 
the  old  days  at  the  Armouries  from  where  we  are  now  is  a  source  of 
amusement.  Lordy  but  dont  I  remember  the  first  day  I  got  a  glimpse 
of  my  platoon.  I  have  to  laugh  whenever  I  think  of  them  at  that  date. 
Honestly  they  were  a  hell  of  a  looking  crowd.  I  came  in  late  but 
even  then  there  was  all  sorts  of  room  for  improvement.  Most  of  the 
men  had  Military  Great  Coats  and  Tams,  but  then  there  were  any  number 
who  couldn't  get  fitted  so  they  just  had  to  wear  their  ordinary  or 
Civilian  overcoats.  If  lucky  some  wore  tarns  while  the  others 
turned  out  in  headgears  of  various  patterns,  such  as  Christies, 
pelt  Hats,  Cloth  Caps  and  God  knows  what  else.  I  remember  big  Bob 
McCombs,  he  was  sure  a  hell  of  a  sight.  Bob  is  about  6' 4"  in  height 
and  built  in  proportion.  He  wore  a  tarn  on  the  top  of  his  nut  in 
anything  but  a  smart  and  soldierlike  manner.  His  ears,  like  a  yids, 
doubled  over  and  the  nob  on  the  top  of  the  hat  came  just  about  in 
the  centre  of  his  forehead.  He  wore  a  blue  black  overcoat,  much 
the  worse  for  wear,  with  every  third  button  missing.  He  was  lucky 
enough  to  get  fitted  with  a  tunic  but  not  a  pair  of  pants  in  the 
place  did  we  have  that  came  within  6  or  8H  of  the  ground  when  he  got 
them  on,  and  as  he  said” the  waist  was  so  small  that  it  nearly 
choked  him".  His  boots  were  once  black , but  not  mates,  with  a 
suspicion  of  heels  or  soles.  He  was,  besides  presenting  such  an 


ungainly  appearance,  the  most  awkward  man  I  ever  saw,  and  he 
continually  fell  all  over  his  feet.  But  outside  of  all  these 
trifles  big  Boh  was  the  most  good  natured  and  veiling  man  you  ever 
could  want  to  meet,  although  he  did  raise  hell  every  once  in  a 
while  when  someone  would  stamp  on  his  heel  instead  of  keeping  in 
step,  and  then  Oh,  lord,  how  he  used  to  curse.  To-day  I  wish  you 
could  see  him.  He  is  one  of  the  neatest  and  best  wo rking  men  in  the 
whole  Company  and  is  a  man  that  keeps  the  rest  of  my  platoon  in 
good  spirits,  even  when  everything  is  breaking  wrong.  I  suspect  him 
to  be  overage  but  I’m  not  saying  anything  as  he  is  too  good  a  man 
to  risk  loosing.  Bob,  of  course,  is  an  exception.  There  is  another 
man  called  Barney,  who  caused  no  end  of  trouble  for  the  first  few 
weeks,  tre  had  been  a  factory  hand  all  his  life  and  wasn’t  the  kind  to 
take  orders  from  anyone  when  he  didn't  feel  like  it.  After  a  couple 
of  set  to’s,  in  which  I  got  my  way  and  which  resulted  in  a  mutual 
hatred  of  each  other,  things  began  to  go  along  much  smoother.  Even 
to  this  day  he  gets  his  tail  in  a  knot  at  times  but  still  it  generally 
happens  over  things  of  no  account,  for  when  it  comes  to  walking  miles 
in  the  rain  and  getting  soaked  to  the  skin  and  all  the  rest  of 
such  inconveniences,  he  is  one  of  the  best  ever.  The  turning  point, 

I  think,  came  on  a  route  march  we  had  from  Queens  ton  to  ITiagara 
when  we  got  caught  in  an  awful  rain  storm,  which  really  soaked  us 
in  about  two  minutes.  He  was  grousing  away  to  beat  the  band, 
cursing  the  rain,  the  officers  and  the  army  at  large.  I  was  soaking 
like  the  rest  and  as  we  wore  no  tunics  the  silk  shirt  I  had  on  just 
clung  to  me  like  glue.  In  this  condition  he  got  a  look  at  me 
and  I  threw  a  grin  at  him  and  cracked  a  couple  and  then  he  began  to 


laugh  and  since  then  I've  never  heard  a  peep  out  of  him  under 
circumstances  where  grousing  is  justified.  lie'll  do  all  right  when 
it  comes  to  a  pinch  and  I'd  like  no  one  better  beside  me.  Another 
man  I  had  named  St.  Louis,  whom  I  mentioned  before,  was  a  darb.  Why 
in  hell  he  ever  joined  the  Army  I  dont  know,  because  he  never  tried 
to  play  the  game  in  any  particular.  If  .there  was  a  drunken  brawl 
St.  Louis  was  in  it.  If  anyone  absented  themselves  without  leave  - 
he  did  it.  He  never  tried  to  do  anything  right,  so  naturally  was  jerked 
up  fast,  which  didn't  exactly  please  him.  I  tried  everything  on 
that  man  but  nothing  doing,  so  then  I  began  to  soak  him  every  time 
he  even  turned  his  head.  He  certainly  led  a  hell  of  a  life  when  on 
parade  so  he  quit  coming  for  days  at  a  time.  Then  naturally  he  was 
brought  up  in  Orders  Room  before  Major  Murray.  The  idea  of  being 
brought  up  before  his  Company  Commander  made  him  very  meek  and  holy, 
so  he  would  try  to  smooth  things  over,  h©  would  tell  Hugh  that  he  had 
been  sick  the  daybr  days  before  and  couldn't  get  down  to  the  Armouries. 

I  remember  him  saying  "Honest  to  God  Major  I  was  so  sick  I  damned 
near  died"  and  when  Hugh  didn't  believe  him  and  intimated  as  much 
it  wras  "Honest  to  G°d  Major  you  can  ask  any  bloody  doctor  in  this 
whole  damned  town  if  I  wasn't".  That  fellows  talk  was  certainly  great 
and  many  the  laugh  we  have  had  over  it,  but  thank  Heaven  we  got  rid 
of  him.  He  was  canned  as  "undesirable"  so  it  said  in  Orders.  The 
whole  trouble  in  those  days  was  that  we  expected  a  little  too  much 
from  some  of  the  men  and  didn't  quite  realize  that  they  were  merely 
Civilians  in  Soldiers  garb  and  had  never  in  their  lives  been 
accustomed  to  obeying  orders  smartly  and  promptly,  unless  it  pleased 
them  without  at  least  arguing  the  point.  And  further  it  had  been 
formerly  nobodys  damned  business  but  their  own  whether  they  shaved 
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or  polished  their  hoots  or  not.  So  you  see  things  came  pretty 
tough  for  them  at  first  and  its  a  wonder  some  of  them  didn't  take 
a  poke  at  us. 

I  could  go  on  forever  telling  you  about  the  men,  some  good 
and  some  had,  hut  its  the  same  thing  in  every  battalion  that  was  ever 
mobolized  or  recruited  so  outside  of  telling  you  about  my  prize  man 
Seymour  I'll  pass  the  rest  of  the  bunch  up.  Seymour  or  Sir  Sidney 
Seymour  as  he  is  generally  known  in  the  first  place  is  an  Englishman, 
a  Baker,  married  ,  about  the  average  height  and  a  half  passable 
face  until  he  smiles  and  then  he  shows  his  teeth,  or  rather  his  tooth 
and  the  most  remarkable  set  of  gums  you  ever  did  see.  And  God  have 
mercy  on  the  person  Sid  takes  a  fancy  to  for  he  will  do  nothing 
but  smile  at  such  person  all  day  long.  Unf ortunately  I  got  into 
his  good  grace  and  he  honoured  me  with  that  sunny  smile  of  his  on 
all  occasions.  He  was  first  of  all  in  the  front  rank  of  my  platoon 
and  every  time  I  took  a  look  at  the  men  this  "disease”  was  eying  me 
like  a  damned  dog  looking  for  a  bone.  The  thing  got  so  I  couldn't 
stand  the  strain  so  I  put  him  in  the  rear  rank,  which  was  a  little 
better  but  still  annoying  at  times.  The  man  never  did  anything  right 
and  on  the  other  hand  he  never  did  anything  contrary  to  orders  that 
would  give  me  a  chance  to  jerk  him  up  quick.  He  kept  just  "within 
the  law",  I  think  I  did  everything  on  earthto  get  rid  of  the  man 
but  all  to  no  avail.  When  we  got  out  to  the  Exhibition  Grounds 
he  had  my  goat  so  bad  that  I  could  have  wept.  He  never  was  and 
never  will  be  any  good  at  drilling  because  his  head  was  made  for 
nothing  except  to  hang  a  hat  on,  and  he  was  slower  in  his  movements 
than  a  snail.  I  gave  him  extra  drill  to  smarten  him  up  but  had  to 


quit  that  when  my  l.C.O's  nearly  threatened  to  mutiny  as  they 
wanted  to  know  what  in  hell  they  had  done  to  he  punished  in  this 
manner.  Then  Volunteers  were  asked  for.for  Signallers  8and  I  explained 
to  the  platoon  the  honour  it  would  he  to  have  good  men  as  signallers 
for  the  Company,  Sid  was  game  and  volunteered  and  I  heaved  a  sigh  of 
relief.  But  to  my  dismay  he  was  hack  with  me  next  morning  as  the 
Signalling  Officer  said  he  wouldn*t  do  at  all.  Then  Machine  Gunners 
and  Bombers  were  asked  for  and  Sid  right  on  the  job  volunteered  for 
both,  but  was  thrown  back  at  me  almost  before  I  got  rid  of  him. 

Finally  we  were  asked  to  supply  an  extra  cook  and  I  got  busy.  I 
knew  Sid  was  a  baker  so  without  asking  for  volunteers  I  detailed  him 
to  the  job.  He  held  that  for  three  days  and  just  when  I  was  hugging 
myself  with  joy,  I  noticed  him  back  in  his  old  place  in  the  platoon. 
After  than  I  detailed  him  as  a  Mess  Orderly  for  the  Mens  Mess  for  a 

i 

week,  a  job  which  any  damned  fool  can  make  good  at,  and  to  give  Sid 
credit  he  held  it  down  by  the  skin  of  his  teeth,  but  at  the  end  of 
the  week  he  was  hack  as  large  as  life.  By  this  time  every  officer 
in  the  Battalion  knew  of  him  and  kidded  the  life  out  of  me  after 
each  unsuccessful  play  I  made.  In  fact  there  is  a  large  gallery 
watching  the  game  with  the  keenest  interest.  Then  we  went  to 
Hiagara  where  permanent  Mess  Orderlies  were  detailed  and  Sid  got  the 
hook  after  a  couple  of  weeks.  The  only  peace  I  could  get  was  having 
him  sent  on  fatigue.  The  potatoe  peelers  refused  him  after  a  short 
trial,  as  he  cut  away  too  much  of  the  fruit  in  peeling,  and  the 
Provost  Sergeant  told  me  he  was  no  good  at  cleaning  up  the  lines. 

Well  I  was  about  beaten  then  and  almost  gave  up  the  ghost  so  Sid 
came  hack  to  his  old  place  in  the  platoon  and  demoralized  the  whole 


shooting  match.  He  went  up  to  the  ranges  with  the  Company  and  gave 
a  fierce  exhibition  hut  just  barely  good  enough  to  avoid  being 
turned  down.  He  stayed  right  with  us  through  the  sands  of  Borden, 
and  I  couldn't  think  of  any  way  to  sidetrack  him.  When  we  got  to 
Bramshott  I  found  him  a  job  with  the  transport  but  he  was  dropped 
from  that  as  soon  as  the  transport  officer  got  back  from  week  end 
leave.  The  Bayonet  Fighting  Instructor,  A1  Ramsey,  took  him  on  to 
fill  the  sacks  and  sew  them  up,  but  had  to  replace  him  after  a  week 
on  account  of  his  inability  to  repair  more  than,  one  or  two  a  day. 

So  Sid  came  back  again  smiling  as  usual.  He  always  seems  pleased 
to  get  home  again  .  At  the  present  moment  his  lordship  has  made  a 
place  on  the  Sanitary  Police,  which  is  a  gift  from  stoney  Lougheed. 
His  duty  now  is  to  boss  a  couple  of  defaulters  and  clean  up  the 
latrines.  He  hasn't  got  sergeants  stripes  or  anything  like  that  but 
he  seems  quite  happy  as  his  sunny  smile  is  still  in  evidence.  How 
long  Stoney  will  put  up  with  him  is  the  question.  I  think  his  job 
is  safe  for  a  little  while  anyway  because  Stoney,  the  poor  simp,  says 
he  feels  sorry  for  him.  The  longer  he  stays  sorry  the  better  for  me. 
But  its  been  a  great  battle  up  to  date  and  I'm  afraid  the  finish  is 
yet  to  come. 

I'm  afraid  I've  spent  a  lot  of  time  on  talking  a  lot  of  rot 
which  wont  interest  you  very  much,  so  now  I'll  try  to  give  you  an  idea 
of  what  we  are  doing  here. 

As  I  dare  say  you  know  by  now  we  have  moved  our  place  of  abode 
x rom  Bramsho tt ,f or  the  special  reason  that  the  5th  Canadian  Division 
is  being  formed  at  this  Camp ,  and  as  we  have  every  hope  now  of 
making  a  place  and  getting  over  as  a  unit,  we  dont  care  how  often  they 
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make  us  move.  Of  course  there  is  always  the  chance  of  the  whole 
scheme  falling  through,  hut  until  that  time  comes  we  should  worry. 

We  are  plodding  along  in  the  same  old  way,  the  men  doing  Musketry 
and  the  officers  supervising  and  doing  odd  jobs.  The  routine  is 
pretty  tiresome  and  not  much  fun  connected  with  it,  hut  we  manage 
to  have  a  pretty  fair  time  after  hours  and  on  week  ends. 

The  other  night  we  had  a  mess  dinner  that  was  the  best  ever. 

Mess  dinners  as  a  rule  are  nothing  hut  a  damned  bore,  as  we  have 
to  doll  up  and  there  is  too  much  formality  to  have  very  much  fun 
or  excitement.  However,  this  night  Hugh  Murray  spilt  the  beans  by 
introducing  some  new  phonney  drink  before  the  meal  started,  and 
several  members  of  the  congregation  were  pretty  well  ginned  up  when 
the  dinner  gong  rang.  Everyone  filed  into  the  Mess  room  walking  as 
straight  as  possible  and  with  sober  faces,  which  shone  like  the 
setting  sun.  Ered  Grant  ripped  off  a  snappy  grace, after  which 
everyone  flopped  into  their  chairs  and  gave  the  "College  Call". 

Things  went  along  too  quietly  to  last  very  long  and  the  band  playing 
some  Scotch  Airs  proved  to  be  the  breaking  point.  The  real  fun 
started  right  then,  Ered  Grant  began  to  sing,  which  was  fierce. 

Hugh  Murray  joined  in  and  beat  time  with  his  knife  on  the  glasses  and 
plates  within  reach,  with  his  face  all  aglow.  Phil  Boyd  bellowed 
like  a  bull,  while  Major  Allan  interupted  the  proceeding  every  few 
seconds  by  trying  to  explain  that  he  was  going  to  sing  a  solo  entitled 
"Scots  Wha  Hae".  Things  got  aw  ful  lively  but  not  rowdy  and  speeches 
were  in  order  then.  After  about  two  hours  of  this  we  adjourned 
and  then  Hugh  Murray,  Prank  Allan,  Ered  Grant,  Heyworth,  John  Miln 
and  myself  started  a  little  sixpenny  game.  We  played  for  hours  and 


"believe  me  it  was  some  game.  Every time  I  won  a  pot  Hugh  would 
yell  "that  a  boy  "A"  Company  stick  it  into  them”.  In  this  way 
we  coached  each  other  along  and  managed  to  freeze  the  others  out 
on  several  occasions,  until  all  combined  against  us  and  naturally 
the  biggest  sixpence  game  in  the  history  of  the  regiment  was  recorded. 
It  made  a  dollar  game  look  sick.  Of  course,  after  each  win,  no 
matter  which  side  was  successful,  drinks  were  in  order  and  so  by 
2  o’clock  the  next  morning  it  was  a  queer  looking  party  that  was 
holding  sway.  Hugh  still  had  enough  pep  left  to  cheer  after  each 
"A”  Company  victory  and  was  game  enough  to  try  and  kick  some  more 
refreshments  into  himself,  but  it  was  awful  hard  work.  John  Mi In 
was  the  funniest  of  all.  He  got  powerful  sleepy  and  it  was  all  he 
could  do  to  keep  one  eye  open,  every  once  in  a  while  to  look  at 
his  cards,  and  then  began  to  bet  like  a  crazy  nut  and  when  he  lost 
he  would  start  an  argument.  Major  Allan  felt  that  he  should  be  in 
bed  and  every  five  minutes  would  state  his  intentions  of  retiring 
but  I’m  sure  you  couldn’t  drive  him  out.  The  game  ended  when  John 
fell  off  his  chair  and  failed  to  rise  within  the  10  seconds.  So 
even  though  we  lost  money,  Hugh  and  I  claimed  a  moral  victory. 

But  Oh  —  next  morning  a  fine  gang  appeared  on  parade.  I  was  told 
to  count  my  platoon,  which  I  did  three  separate  times  and  got  a 
different  answer  each  time.  However,  I  split  the  difference  and 
handed  it  in  to  Major  Murray,  who  got  the  Sergeant  Major  to  total 
the  four  platoons  up. 

It  was  a  fine  night  and  everyone  is  looking  forward  to  St. 

Andrews  night  on  the  30th  which  is  bound  to  be  good. 

Yesterday  afternoon  being  Saturday  Doc ,  Stoney,  Geoff,  Heyworth 
and  myself  thought  we’d  go  to  Hindhead  and  shoot  the  odd  game  of 
gol±.  The  weather  was  mighty  cold  but  we  hired  a  taxi  and 


proceeded  on  our  way.  As  we  arrived  at  the  Club  it  began  to  snow 
so  we  waited  for  it  to  stop.  If  we  had  kept  waiting  we  would  still 
be  there  for  it  has  been  snowing  or  rather  sleeting  ever  since.  So 
we  pulled  up  in  front  of  a  roaring  wood  fire  and  toasted  our  toes, and 
discussed  the  war  from  every  angle, and  finally  started  a  little 
game.  The  liquor  laws  prohibit  the  sale  of  refreshments  except 
between  the  hours  of  6  and  9  P.M.  but  by  calling  for  ginger  ale 
we  managed  to  put  in  the  day  very  nicely.  We  played  all  afternoon 
and  had  dinner  at  the  Club,  and  as  it  was  snowing  so  hard  we  couldn’t 
get  a  taxi  to  get  us  back  to  Camp,  so  we  had  to  walk.  Believe  me 
it  was  a  good  walk  too,  seven  miles  in  the  darkest,  dirtiest  night 
I  ever  had.  We  arrived  back  in  Camp  soaked  to  the  skin  and  a  happy 
little  party  we  looked.  After  that  I  have  put  up  my  Clubs  for  the 
winter  and  refuse  to  play  until  I'm  damned  sure  we  will  be  able  to 
get  a  taxi  both  ways.  It  was  a  hell  of  a  walk. 

I  think  I'll  quit  now  as  nothing  extraordinary  has  been  taking 
place  lately.  The  men  are  all  completing  their  Musketry  training, 
and  the  'weather  this  last  few  days  has  been  pretty  cold,  and  at  presen 
it  is  snowing  like  the  dickens.  The  snow  is  rotten  and  soaks  you  a 
damned  sight  worse  than  any  rain.  I  have  paid  quite  a  few  little 
visits  to  London  and  spent  many  pleasant  hours  with  Mrs.  Scott,  Jessie 
horma  Smith,  Jimmie  and  Mary  Bond.  The  crazy  time  I  had  on  my  first 
leave  is  a  thing  of  the  past  and  everything  since  has  been  perfectly 
respectable,  which  is  a  darn  sight  more  fun  in  the  long  run. 

Give  my  best  to  Mib  and  tell  her  how  glad  I  was  to  hear  from  her. 

With  all  sorts  of  luck  etc  to  yourself. 

Your  affectionate  brother, 
"Gerry, " 


Nov.  22nd,  1916. 

Witley  Gamp, 

My  Dear  Father: - 

I  really  must  apologize  for  this  letter.  I  have  only  fifteen 
minutes  in  which  to  write  it  as  the  mail  closes  then.  I  haven't 
had  a  chance  to  write  you.  during  the  week  as  I  have  "been  over  my 
head  in  work  and  it  has  kept  me  mighty  busy, I  can  tell  you,  as  every 
officer  in  our  Company  is  and  has  been  away  all  week,  excepting 
myself.  So,  as  you  can  easily  imagine,  I  have  been  working  overtime. 
Besides  the  work  in  the  Orderly  Room  I  have  had  to  take  .the  Company 
out  on  Route  Marches,  Trench  Digging  and  Night  Work  so  I  really 
haven't  had  much  time  to  myself. 

We  have  just  received  another  shock  as  150  more  men  and  no 
officers  are  to  be  supplied  by  us  for  some  draft,  the  whereabouts 
of  their  destination  is  unknown.  Of  course  this  only  means  about 
40  men  from  each  Company  but  still  we  all  habe  to  see  them  go.  But 
we  have  to  be  prepared  to  accept  any  of  these  little  tokens  with,  a 
smile  on  our  faces,  but  feeling  pretty  blue  inside.  We  no  doubt  will 
be  filled  up  again  so  we  will  continue  to  carry  on  in  the  same  old 
way. 

On  Saturday  I  have  to  go  to  live  at  the  Ranges  as  we  have  about 
150  or  175  men  who  are  going  to  complete  their  Musketry  and  a  certain 
number  of  officers  have  to  go  along  and  conduct  the  various  practices. 
It  means  that  we  will  live  right  at  the  ranges  for  about  ten  days 
or  so  and  then  get  back  to  the  battalion  when  same  is  completed. 

I  received  your  letters  and  clippings  and  letter  from  Mother 
all  safe  and  sound,  also  the  weekly  papers  and  a  whole  batch  of 
Globes  and  some  Magazines  from  you,  and  let  me  tell  you  they  are  all 
appreciated  to  the  utmost.  In  fact  we  all  read  every  word  in  the 


. 


. 


. 

■ 


I  haven’t  been  able  to  get  up 


Toronto  Newspapers  even  to  the  ads. 
to  London  lately  but  I  have  hopes  of  making  the  journey  immediately 
after  my  return  from  the  ranges.  Mrs.  Scott  has  asked  me  to  come 
down  for  Christmas  and  you  bet  I  will  if  I  can  possibly  get  away 
from  the  Camp  here.  If  I  dont  get  away  then  I  most  certainly  shall 
on  New  Years. 

Tell  Mother  that  I  have  received  her  socks  (6  pairs)  O.H.,  and 
was  more  than  delighted  wTith  them.  You  mentioned  that  you  were 
both  sending  apples,  etc.  You  bet  I'll  be  on  the  lookout  for  them 
and  as  soon,  as  they  arrive  I'll  let  you  know. 

Tell  Maw  I  got  her  letter  all  right  and.  was  glad  to  hear  that 
she  had  become  bar-maid  at  the  Y.M.C.A. ,  but  tell  her  for  Heavens 
sake  not  to  work  too  darn  hard.for  from  what  I  have  ever  g.een  of  the 
ladies  at  the  Canteen  they  worked  their  heads  off. 

Now  I  must  quit  but  I  promise  to  w^rite  a  much  more  newsy 
letter  next  time. 

With  all  sorts  of  love  to  you  both. 

Good  night  and  God  Bless  You. 

Your  loving  Son, 

"Gerald, " 


B  r  ams  ho  1 1  G  amp  , 


Han  ts , 

Mov.  27th,  1916. 

My  Bear  Father: - 

Well  I’m  certainly  being  kept  on  the  move  alright.  Yesterday 
Fred  Grant,  Dick  Bird  and  myself  got  word  to  proceed,  at  less  than 
two  hours  notice,  to  Bramshott,  together  with  15  H.C.O's  for  the 
purpose  of  instructing  the  Seventh  Brigade  in  the  gentle  art  of 
Musketry.  It  came  rather  suddenly  and  as  somewhat  of  a  shock.  We 
had  no  idea  to  what  battalion  we  were  going,  nor  as  to  the  duration 
of  our  stay,  all  we  were  told  was  to  get  out  so  we  got.  As  we  had 
no  method  of  transportation  we  had  to  revert  to  the  old  time  honoured 
custom  of  hoofing  it.  We  pulled  into  Headquarters  at  4.50  P.M.  or 
just  ten  minutes  before  we  v/ere  due, and  from  there  were  assigned  to  the 
155th  Battalion  from  Belleville  for  rations  and  to  carry  on  instructing 
the  whole  Battalion  and  have  them  fit  for  the  ranges  by  Wednesday 
morning.  So  you  can  imagine  we  have  to  work  awfully  fast  to  try  and 
crowd  a  ten  days  job  into  two  days.  I’m  afraid  it  will  be  rather  an 
unsatisfactory  job  both  with  regards  to  the  men  and  the  instructors. 

How  long  we  are  to  stay  here  I  dont  know  any  more  than  when  we  left 
Witley  yesterday.  Archie  Armour  is  the  Brigade  Musketry  Officer  and 
he  is  going  to  let  us  have  the  dope  on  the  subject  to-night  after 
the  meeting  at  Headquarters.  We  all  hope  it  is  only  for  a  few  days 
but  you  never  can  tell  it  may  amount  to  a  month. 

However,  next  door  to  us  are  the  157th  from  Midland  and  Orillia 
so  we  dropped  in  last  night  and  they  all  made  quite  a  fuss  over  Fred, 
and  made  us  all  feel  at  home  in  about  one  minute.  I  was  quite 
surprised  to  find  that  Billy  Hedges  was  Senior  Major  of  the  157th 


so  you  may  "be  sure  we  got  together  and  talked  Zetland  for  a  couple 
of  hours.  They  are  an  awfully  decent  "bunch  and  are  very  anxious 
for  us  to  go  and  live  with  them  during  our  stay  here.  Fred  is  going 
up  to  Headquarters  when  the  result  of  the  aforementioned  meeting  is 
published  and  arrange  for  our  transfer,  it  sure  will  "be  fine  if  he 
gets  it  fixed  up,  especially  if  we  have  to  stay  any  length  of  time. 
Major  Hedges  has  invited  me  to  share  his  room  with  him,  and  it  is  a 
dandy  "big  one  with  a  cracking  fine  stove  in  it.  However,  in  my  next 
letter,  I'll  let  you  know  the  outcome  of  it  all. 

The  Battalions  here  at  Bramshott  v/ere  all  certainly  hit  much 
harder  than  the  Witley  crowd  in  the  number  of  men  to  be  sent  in 
the  present  draft.  Bramshott  was  hit  for  4000  men  while  Witley  got 
off  with  about  1000.  The  idea  of  bringing  us  down  to  instruct  looks 
very  much  to  me  as  if  the  Bramshott  bunch  are  to  be  smashed  to 
smithereens  in  the  very  near  future.  Of  course  they  are  all  hopeful 
of  remaining  together  for  a  while,  but  I  dont  think  they  will. 

I  am  quite  interested  in  the  report  I  read  in  the  "Times"  to¬ 
day,  that  hereafter  Canadian  officers  below  the  rank  of  Captain 
are  the  only  ones  to  be  sent  over  to  France,  i,e,  to  re-enforce  the 
Canadian  Divisions  over  there  now,  and  all  officers  above  the  rank 
of  Subaltern  will  be  given  the  option  of  reverting  or  else  being 
sent  back  to  Canada.  Personally  I’m  tickled  to  death  with  this 
new  plan  because  the  country  is  simply  swarming  with  Senior  officers 
of  Canadian  Battalions ,  which  have  been  broken  up  formerly.  These 
men  are  doing  nothing  for  the  good  of  the  cause  but  sitting  fast 
and  drawing  pay.  This  movement  will  cause  a  show  down  and  in  99 
cases  out  of  100  will  show  up  the  quitter  who  has  got  cold  feet. 

And  I  know  there'll  he  a  hunch  who  wont  revert  to  the  lowly  rank  of 


lieutenant,  i,e,  willingly  anyway,  "because  they  are  the  ones  Y/ho 
have  tried  to  save  their  faces  by  jumping  into  uniform  but  who  are 
not  over  anxious  to  get  into  the  game  itself.  Time  will  tell  and 
I’m  kind  of  anxious  to  see  who  the  quitters  are, 

I  hope  you  and  Mother  are  feeling  fine  and  having  a  good  time, 
I  got  a  letter  from  J.B,  the  other  day  and  he  told  me  about  the 
nightly  walks  you  pull  off  together. 

With  very  best  love  and  Q-od  Bless  You, 

Your  loving  Son, 


"Herald, " 


Witley  Camp,  Surrey, 


Dec,  3rd,  1916, 

Dear  Mother:- 

I  have  certainly  been  going  gome  since  I  wrote  home  from 
Bramshott  last  Sunday,  You  will  remember  me  telling  you  we  walked 
to  Bramshott  on  Sunday  afternoon, and  not  having  the  slightest  idea 
how  long  we  would  be  away,  we  took  everything  we  owned  along  with 
us.  Well  we  stayed  only  two  days  there  instructing  and  in  that 
time  put  four  battalions  through  their  preliminary  Mu.sk e  try, and  as 
we  were  preparing  to  get  back  to  Witley  orders  came  along  from 
Headquarters  to  proceed  to  Bordon  Camp,  (I’ve  heard  of  a  Camp  with 
a  similar  name  before)  with  about  50  odd  instructors  to  take  up 
our  residence  for  the  next  two  weeks  with  the  127th  Battalion 
(York  County)  ,  and  to  work  everyday  at  the  longmoor  Ranges  as 
Range  Officers.  You  can  bet  we  were  pretty  peeved  as  weweren’t 
crazy  to  be  away  from  our  own  Battalion  for  so  long,  and  more  so 
because  no  means  of  transportation  was  offered  us  except  "Shanks  Mare 
However,  there  is  no  use  bucking  orders  so  Tuesday  night  we  started 
out  for  Bramshott  on  our  8  mile  walk  with  our  instructors  and  two 
teams  with  G.S. Waggons  carrying  our  baggage.  Well  we  hoofed  it 
through  the  mud  and  arrived  at  Bordon  about  10  o’clock, and  after 
quite  a  bit  of  work  got  our  men  into  comfortable  quarters,  and  then 
Fred  Grant  was  called  into  the  Orderly  Room  and  informed  that 
word  had  just  arrived  from  Bramshott  that  our  services  would  not 
be  needed  on  the  longmoor  Ranges  as  a  heavy  draft  had  been  called 
for  and  was  to  be  made  on  those  very  battalions  which  were  to  have 
commenced  shooting  on  the  following  day.  naturally  we  were  mad. 


After  walking  that  distance  through  the  mud,  and  it  was  no  picnic 
believe  me,  and  working  like  the  dickens  getting  the  men  comfortable 
and  packing  and  unpacking  our  baggage,  and  the  Lord  knows  what  all, 
we  were  recalled.  We  were  feeling  pretty  hungry  and  tired  by  this 
time  so  we  went  up  to  the  Officers  Mess  and  there  ran  into  a  number 
of  Officers  I  went  through  the  P.S.I.  with.  The  127th  is  practically 
a  Toronto  Battalion,  and  Lieut.  Col.  Clarke  is  the  C.O.  Russell 
Lawrence,  who  is  one  of  the  Company  Commanders,  took  me  in  tow  and 
got  me  a  nice  room  with  a  fine  grate  fire,  after  filling  us  all  up 
with  a  fine  supper. m  Camp  Bordon  is  a  wonderfully  pretty  Camp  and 
one  of  the  oldest  Military  encampments  in  England.  In  peace  times 
it  was  used  altogether  by  Imperial  Troops  and  is  laid  out  exactly 
like  a  little  town,  minus  the  stores  and  shops.  There  is  one  main 
thoroughfare  running  along  one  edge  of  the  Camp  and  branch  roads 
or  avenues  run  into  it  at  right  angles.  These  avenues  are  paved  with 
brick  and  down  the  middle  of  same  run  a  long  line  of  Pine  trees. 

On  each  side  of  these  avenues  are  the  mens  quarters.  Hot  the  wooden 
huts  that  we  live  in  but  solid  brick  rows  of  houses  or  cottages  as 
they  are  called.  Each  cottage  adjoins  its  neighbor  and  is  divided 
from  same  by  a  party  wall.  Each  contains  five  rooms,  two  large  ones 
down  stairs  and  three  smaller  ones  upstairs.  In  each  room  is  a 
fire  place  and  any  amount  of  coal  and  a  bench  and  table.  Those  old 
boys  cer cainly  must  have  lived  like  Lords  in  Peace  Times  all  right. 
Well  there  are  ever  so  many  of  these  avenues  leading  into  the  main 
road  and  some  are  even  reserved  and  labelled  "Married  Quarters" 
where  all  the  married  men  lived  with  their  wives  and  families. 

There  are  also  fine  brick  schools  built  right  in  the  Camp  where  the 


soldiers  kids  were  educated.  So  it  was  all  quite  easy  to  picture  the 

stories  I  have  read  about  the  old  barrack  days.  The  Mon  Commissioned 

Officers,  i,e,  the  Sergeants  also  had  an  avenue  of  their  own  and  so 

did  not  have  to  live  right  with  the  men.  But  the  officers  quarters  - 

it  was  heaven.  Apart  from  the  mens  quarters  and  on  the  other  side 

of  the  Main  Road  was  a  Pine  Bores t  cleared  here  and  there  and  with 

fine  brick  mansions  (detached  at  that)  scattered  here  and  there 

and  surrounded  with  rose  gardens,  tennis  courts,  bov/ling  greens  and 

everything  that  makes  life  worth  while  in  peace  times.  Those  fellows 

certainly  must  have  lived  like  Lords  all  right.  It  is  certainly  by 

far  the  most  beautiful  spot  I  have  seen  in  England  and  it  would  be 

no  hardship  for  those  English  bucks  playing  at  the  gentlemans 

game  of  soldiering  in  those  piping  times.  I  have  .just  attempted  to 

give  you  a  rough  and  hazy  idea  of  the  place  for  I  spent  nearly  all 

Wednesday  morning  wandering  about  and  looking  all  over  the  place,  I 

was  tickled  to  death  with  the  place  and  everything  was  so  quaint 
* 

but  not  entirely  unexpected,  and  I  remembered  having  read  of  such 
places  some  time  ago. 

Well  to  get  back  to  our  walking  tour.  At  half  past  one  in.  the 
afternoon,  after  repacking  all  our  duds,  we  got  on  our  way  and  hit 
across  country  via  old  English  lanes  where  you  cant  see  either  to  the 
right  or  left  on  account  of  the  high  hedges  and  trees  and  byways 
and  thoroughfares  passing  through  little  Tillages  typically  English 
with  their  stone  walls  and  moss  covered  buildings,  such  as  Headley, 
Grayshott,  Churt,  Thursley  and  any  number  of  other  places,  and  finally 
about  5.30  we  arrived  back  at  Witley  Camp  mighty  glad  to  be  back 
again  after  walking  more  than  37  or  38  miles  since  leaving  the  place. 


However  its  a  grand  way  of  seeing  the  country  and  about  the  only 

way  these  days  as  the  owners  of  automobiles  have  discovered  owing 

* 

to  the  limitation  of  gasoline  EOld  to  private  owners  (I  think  it 
amounts  to  about  15  gallons  per  month)  But  some  day  I’d  like 
nothing  better  than  to  get  you  and  Paw  in  the  old  Cadillac  and  drive 
you  around  and  see  all  these  sights* 

Thursday  night  being  St,  Andrews  Night  and  the  134th  being  a 
branch  of  the  48th  Highlanders,  and  necessarily  having  a  certain 
amount  of  Scotch  element  with  us,  we  had  to  celebrate  the  occasion. 
And'  celebrate  we  did  in  Highland  fashion.  St.  Andrew  I  understand 
was  the  patron  saint  of  Scotland,  but  what  he  did  for  a  living  or 
to  make  his  memory  sacred  I'm  darned  if  I  know,  and  whether  he  was 
born  or  died  on  the  30th  of  November  is  still  a  mystery  to  me. 

But  nevertheless  lacking  all  this  knowledge  I  got  dogged  up  in  my 
kilt  and  sporran  etc,  and  took  my  place  with  the  festive  throng. 

We  had  a  grand  dinner,  to  the  strains-  of  the  pipes  and  the  band, 
which  "done  noble”  in  grinding  out  Scotch  Airs  and  keeping  the 
boys  in  good  spirits  and  good  spirits  in  them.  We  went  through  all 
the  formalities  of  cheering  the  haggis  which  was  brought  into  the 
room  with  our  Pipe  Major  and  a  couple  of  pall  hearers,  while  we  stood 
with  one  foot  on  our  chairs  and  the  other  on  the  table  and  waving  our 
table  napkins  cheered  until  we  v/ere  hoarse.  After  the  dinner  came 
speeches,  which  were  a  revelation,  songs,  which  succeeded  in  keeping 
uhe  officers  of  other  battalions  awake  and  sword  dances,  highland 
flings,  four  in  hand  reels  etc,  etc,  mostly  performed  by  Major 
Prank  Allan,  Hugh  Murray  and  numerous  other  Scotch  celebrities. 

Io  ’was  an  awfully  funny  night  and  everyone  enjoyed  themselves  to 
utmost  in  spite  of  the  Scotch  surroundings,  and  it  will  be  one 


we’ll  remember  for  a  long  time. 

On  Friday  we  held  a  12  mile  route  march  and  saw  some  more  of 
England  ,  and  on  Saturday  we  did  Battalion  Drill.  So  you  see  we  have 
had  a  pretty  busy  week  and  not  much  time  for  loafing. 

In  addition  to  all  this, another  draft  of  50  men  was  called  for 
which  has  kept  us  busy  outfitting  them  and  getting  them  all  into 
shape  for  their  departure,  which  takes  place  this  afternoon.  This 
is  our  third  draft  and  makes  a  total  of  500  men  sent  by  us  to  the 
old  15th  Battalion.  However,  we  have  sent  no  officers  yet  and  have 
no  idea  if  same  are  to  be  called  for.  It  is  not  likely  the  Colonel 
will  let  anyone  go  until  it  is  finally  decided  about  the  5th  Division. 

I  am  going  to  London  for  a  two  days  holiday  starting  to-morrow  night 
and  as  soon  as  I  arrive  you  may  be  sure  I’ll  ring  up  Mrs.  Scott.  She 
has  been  awfully  good  to  me  and  I  expect  to  have  Christmas  dinner 
with  her  as  she  has  already  invited  me  to  do  so.  I  will  write  and  let 
you  know  all  the  stunts  we  perform  in  town  and  give  you  all  the  latest 
gossip  when  I  return. 

I  guess  by  the  time  you  receive  this  letter  it  will  be  pretty 
near  Christmas  time  and  I  would  sure  like  to  have  my  Christmas  dinner 
with  you  and  Paw,  and  do  the  usual  stunt  afterwards  of  eating  Hutch 
or  A.B.S.&  C.  and  going  to  the  movies  -  The  York,  I  mean. 

How  Good  Bye  and  God  Bless  You  both  and  may  you  have  a  real 
bright  merry  time  on  Christmas , and  I  hope  next  year  that  I'll  be 
right  there  with  you. 

Your  loving  son, 

"Gerald” , 

P.S.  Tell  Father  that  the  Shoe  Packs  arrived  last  night. 

They  fit  fine  and  are  simply  great.  G. 


Witley  Camp » 


December  11th,  1916. 

Dear  Pather:- 

This  has  been  some  wonderful  week  for  big  mails  of  which  I 
got  a  way  more  than  my  share.  Parcels  galore  have  been  arriving 
one  after  the  other,  last  time  I  wrote  I  managed  to  crowd  in  at  the 
bottom  of  my  letter  that  the  Shoe  packs  had  arrived  safely.  I  tried 
them  on  immediately  afterwards  and  they  fitted  perfectly.  I  told 
you  before  that  I  had  bought  a  pair  but  I  only  wore  them  once  because 
they  were  size  ten  and  miles  too  big  for  me,  even  though  I  wore  three 
pairs  of  socks.  But  as  yours  fitted  perfectly  and  were  a  much  better 
boot  in  every  respect  I  sold  my  former  pair  to  one  of  the  boys  who 
had  none.  I  have  been  wearing  them  almost  continually  ever  since 
and  am  quite  the  envy  of  the  rest  of  the  boys. 

The  other  day  I  drew  down  two  parcels  from  home  containing  socks, 
candy  (Laura  Secord) ,  cakes  from  Coles.  I  think  it  was  •  and  a  million 
other  good  things.  Tell  Mother  I  gave  Bill  Adams,  my  Batman,  the 
pair  of  socks  and  he  was  tickled  to  death  with  them.  He  says  he  is 
only  going  to  wear  them  on  Sundays.  I  receive  all  your  letters  quite 
regularly  together  with  clippings  which  are  as  interesting  as  ever 
to  all  the  boys,  the  Weekly  Papers  and  also  the  Globe  so  you  see 
there  is  nothing  wrong  with  the  Mail  these  days.  Stoney  has  also 
been  receiving  parcels  from  Mrs.  Stoney  and  our  room  is  fairly  filled 
with  grub  and  cigarettes.  We  stage  a  party  nearly  every  night  and 
all  the  eats  and  smokes  are  appreciated  by  us  all. 

The  Colonel  has  just  told  me  "that  is  some  Dad  of  yours,  I  have 
received  a  lovely  long  letter  from  him  the  other  day."  He  also  said 
he  would  write  you  shortly. 


,  l  &0 

.11,  ■  j.  I  . 

- 

a*i  -  7  -  n  tf?i  *rra&  -  ^  \a\  ,  ..  .  *i.-  *  v  t  :*  .  sion  5.-  ,*  :c* 

ow  I  .*3rivO  arfj  iaJl^  snc 

.  if. 9tMa  barilla  barf  a^oaq  *otf8  a&C*  iaru  isjJsX  cm  Jo  ao^iocf 
oX  *f  J  .vI*d»  *1  d«w  *l  :  /artt  orta  3bi4*i«i^a  '*b(*  -rrl  no  nr5**: 

,  Irro  1  lia  *  Jrfgoo-f  bar'  I  i  oiolKf  jo 

‘XC  -V  I  f!9T*  ,9«  1C*:  gl  X  00v  idlliTL  tilUS  9Si 3  919’? 

'  :'  D-  *  V  .  j  j;  r;  .  it  9  ;  JQf  ;  -u ,  J  V?  ,  ISO  .1 1  - 

•fi$  *5o  ©no  oj  ila?  iscrto**  ^  bio#  I.Jasqaai  ;i3ve  ni  food 

Stic*  rST  *  -Sal  9  Cf  dTAft  1 

0  rs-fi  •  -  V7.-I1  3:;..  -  ■  '  .■■  .  ~  ' 

»-  ?i  >  nr  :)  5/ c;:  oi  uo  .,  owd  mob  .-f»io  T  x**  isrf  j  o  5*?  . 

i  flu  s  ijns  ,  *ov.  sf  2  -ii  ■{$  I  ,  90 f  oo  .^oit  90?lso  ,  (b  toodE  rUsJ)  ;bn  ^o 

,  •  :  •  .  -  * 

«i  orf  ax*s  ©H  .iss/i?  xiJ“  t  ;  dt£*k  ulioiJ  &aw  ad  bns  «>'o:  g  lo  ilaq 
i*jox  II*  9y  i  i  •  .  .  ao  a*dt  utw  of  $  no 

aa  913  dotdtwj^rt  .l  'r>  di  tw  iMj#| oi  xlisl 

-  j:  f  c  iL  O'*  a  r>i*  <,*  9?  -  4  »  ,  9  s-  *  :<  ; 

•  ac*b  j^srfj  IlaM  lufi  xtfiw  boot*  arciiiJon  si 
; In ij§*i  al  afOO't  wo  bn*  •  «3lll  aoil  alsoiaq  galrloobi  n. 

1 9 T9  Vl*Lfi»n  ’fril-Sq  *  »▼  •£9l^9iaaio  bOO  Cfi/13  xMlw 

,  r  ;  y r  ,,  ;  wx  .  -  •  '  -  '  r  ;  -  .  :  "  ;  f 

3  7£d  I  ,  3U0X  *fco  bad  9CS03  ai  ©m  bloi  aarf  IsnoXoO  arfT 

*&*  miK  arort  grr  :«toI  a  b^Ti^obf 

.V/  1 '. .  ’  Y  '  -■■  ‘.T-  .r. .  ■" 


- : 


A1  Ramsey  and  I  went  to  London  last  Monday  night  and  bunked 
at  the  Picadilly  Hotel  in  all  sorts  of  style.  We  spent  the  whole  day 
shopping  in  Picadilly,  Regent  St,  and  Oxford  St.  and  even  went 
through  the  whole  of  Selfridges  Store.  It  reminded  me  of  going 
through  Eatons  on  Christmas  week.  I  think  we  spent  about  2  hours 
in  the  toy  department  alone. 

On  Tuesday  afternoon  I  called  at  Queensboro  Terrace  and  had 
afternoon  tea  with  Jessie.  As  both  Mrs.  Scott  and  Norm  were  out, 
Jessie  and  I  went  down  to  the  Italian  Quarter  and  had  dinner  and  then 
went  to  one  of  the  theatres.  We  got  back  about  11.20  and  talked 
to  Mrs.  Scott  and  Norm  until  about  12.50.  Then  I  beat  it  back  to 
the  Hotel  and  pounded  my  ear  until  5  o'clock  when  I  had  to  get  up  to 
catch  the  train  back  to  Camp  in  time  for  parade. 

Ever  since  then  I  have  been  conducting  a  Musketry  party  of 
40  men  to  and  from  the  ranges  at  Aldershot  daily.  It  is  a  rotten 
job  for  we  have  to  get  up  each  morning  at  4.30,  walk  3  miles  to 
Milford,  take  the  train  to  Aldershot  and  walk  another  3  miles  to  the 
ranges  and  be  there  by  8 .30,  arriving  home  eigain  at  about, 6  o'clock. 
It  is  a  punk  job  and  liable  to  last  for  another  two  weeks. 

With  best  love  to  Mother  and  yourself. 

Good  night  and  God  Bless  you  both. 

Your  loving  son. 


"Gerald," 
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Witley  Camp, 


Surrey,  ,;Dec.  13th  1916* 

My  Dear  Father 

As  I  will  be  at  the  Ranges  all  day  to-morrow  I  feel  that  I 
must  drop  you  a  few  lines  to-night  before  I  flop  into  the  hay  and 
let  you  know  how  things  are  going.  I  am  still  trotting  down  to  the 
ranges  at  Aldershot  every  day  and  watch  all  the  crocks  of  the 
battalion  trying  to  hit  the  target,  and  I  must  say  that  there  is 
a  good  time  in  store  for  the  Germans  in  the  future  for  I*m  positive 
that  without  the  slightest  danger  they  could  stand  up  fully  exposed 
and  let  this  party  blaze  away  at  them  for  hours.  Really  they  are  the 
worst  lot  of  shots  I  ever  saw  in  my  life,  but  what  can  be  expected 
from  the  Cooks,  Batmen,  Mess  Orderlies  and  Stretcher  Bearers  of  a 
battalion?  They  sure  are  a  bum  lot  and  the  little  march  we  have 
each  day  to  and  from  the  station  nearly  kills  them.  I  am  confident 
that  our  party  will  have  the  lowest  score  of  any  at  the  ranges 
during  the  present  course. 

Your  leather  vest  is  coming  in  more  than  useful  these  chilly 
mornings  for  I  wear  it  at  the  ranges  all  the  time,  and  believe  me 
I*ve  often  felt  mighty  glad  I  had  one.  The  funny  part  is  that 
when  I  was  last  in  London  I  dropped  into  several  stores  and  priced 
some  and  had  fully  intended  to  purchase  one  on  my  next  leave.  So 
you  couldn*t  have  sent  a  more  useful  thing.  Many  thanks. 

Everyone  at  home  has  been  awfully  good  to  me  this  Christmas 
and  I  feel  like  a  piker  because  I  can't  return  all  their  kindness. 
All  Mothers  parcels  have  been  arriving  quite  regularly  and  were, $s 
usual,  very  much  appreciated.  Aunt  Dora  sent  me  a  parcel  which 


,  .  :  .0©G  ,  * 

• :  .  1  v' ' 

I  d e»stf  X»el  I  wcnOsE-ed  aa^lusH  ©fid  3m  ®r  illw  I  aA 

bnr  w  «irti  o5  rrl  oi*t  1  ?not-  c;  dfisln-od  ©SfflX  t. £ ‘v.  ©  jc-c  “it  •  jw- 
nlddoid  Iltde  tm  I  •anic^  ^  «SB*tfd 
erfj  *o  a^ocnc  9rfd  If®  «off ©w  bn*!  X*b  V»©v©  doiiaiatolA  d©  -ja^na'i 
j  .  £*■••  ./»<-' d  5  it-  X-©®  d  *Mi‘  •»  btti  «  5  ©lid  d  Irf  od  %rfiy,mt&  noil  add  --rf 

©Tidi«eq  «#l  'tc  ©ludirl  ©ifd  ol  enjy*rc©«  ©rfd  lot  ©nods  nl  (WsJtd  toog  a 

:*rfJ  v.XX«©H  t8iif(  i  ffl©fU  da  xewa  §»#Id  '£J’i#q  alild'  -si  © 
hr-  '  •;  ox®  *<f  ”-iit  ..  •  da  if  « 3til  xk  R*  ^  ©- c  5  **c  d  a  tow 

ji  'to  ms"ia©S  tariod  ©ntd*5  on®  esilnoo  tO  awM  .  ;  §(KA  0  ©rid  mc%t 


.  o X  majcf  8  ®*m  •**&© 

•(neiil  ©Hi*  \;I*is©n  nodded  a  ©rtf  «©**1  &«*  X«b  riocs 

'  ***  ©j&J'  d©  \fl4  *10  9 IP 9%  V  liSWOl  ®;tf  €■  i*ft  iih?  1*-!C  cMSfi 

,  ,*  .  -•  *  0  ■••  artfiab 

0  9  ©fid  Xtflfttttf  iwwid  ©**©«  ad  $alm co  ml  da®v  *t®fid®©I  lucY 
®i  0T«  :I©:i  ton  ,*  ;id  Slid  n®  «e.,:'.-n  ©itf  J®  II  ne  I  *»«  t  «:otfmo« 
d®dd  at  di*q  *  tojsii  I  ImU*  Xd&lff  dll  f* 

oinc  bn®  «©*ioda  Ijiisys®  odni  toaqqonto  I  nob  no  I  r.l  da  *  I  neriw 

op  •  ©v.-39l  dx®n  x®  no  ®co  ©®M^fd*iii<g  od  baboadni  xX Iw*  bail  ton©  ©cos 

4  .  f  ' 

t«  .-'j  e/iriO  alr.d  e  w  od  i>oo?,  rsod1  ©All  d.s  ©crcx’*©v3f 

, 

©fts  tifiTiB  naatf  ©TAri  ©X©o  ^  ^ : 

sa  ©mod  * 


just  arrived  this  evening  containing  cake,  candy  and  cigarettes, 
also  one  from  Dorothy  Blackey  which  I  must  acknowledge.  I  also 
received  a  letter  from  your  golfing  pal,  Mr.  Wright,  who  is  also 
shipping  a  cake  along.  It  is  awfully  good  of  everyone.  I'm  afraid 
our  room  looks  an  awful  lot  like  a  bakers  shop  because  Stoney  has 
also  received  cake  and  candy  from  home.  But  we  dont  mind  how  much 
comes  along  for  we  feel  quite  confident  of  being  able  to  get  outside 
of  it  all. 

I  got  a  very  pleasant  surprise  the  other  day  when  a  letter  came 
to  me  from  Col.  Donald.  I  cant  begin  to  tell  you  how  pleased  I  was. 
It  seems  like  old  times  to  hear  from  him  again  and  we  all  wish  he 
were  with  us  for  when  all  is  said  and  done  he  is  responsible  for  the 
whole  shooting  match  and  started  us  all  on  the  right  road.  The 
officers  and  men  have  all  got  a  soft  spot  in  their  hearts  for  him. 

He  is  a  soldier  from  the  drop  of  the  hat  and  best  of  all  a  gentleman. 

I  felt  quite  honoured  to-night  when  I  received  your  letter  enclosing 
the  congratulations  of  the  boys  of  Zetland  on  my  election  to  the 
office  of  Inner  Guard.  It  was  quite  a  surprise  for  all  I  ever  hoped 
for  or  expected  at  the  most  was  that  I  would  be  retained  as  Senior 
Steward,  and  an  advancement  such  as  this  was  simply  great  of  them  all. 
I  noticed  Mr.  Harcourts  name  on  the  paper.  I  suppose  he  was  present 
at  the  meeting  filling  his  usual  position  of  counting  ballots  from 
the  old  plug  hat.  I  would  certainly  liked  to  have  been  there  that 
night. 

I  received  a  lovely  letter  from  Mother  last  night  and  I'm  so 
glad  she  liked  her  little  birthday  present.  It  wasn't  much  to  look 
at  but  I  intended  it  to  mean  a  whole  lot  and  I  know  now  that  she 
understood. 
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I  must  get  to  toed  now  for  five  o’clock  will  come  awfully 
early  to-morrow  morning,  gtoney  is  scratching  away  at  himself  and 
swears  he  has  "bugs.  I  hope  he  has  because  we  are  sure  then  to 
stage  some  big  game  hunting. 

With  all  sorts  of  love  to  Mother  and  yourself. 

Good  night  and  God  Bless  you  tooth. 

Your  loving  son. 


"Gerald, " 
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Wit ley  Camp, 


Surrey,  Dec.  18th,  1916. 

Dear  Father 

I've  always  wanted  to  see  an  honest  to  goodness  fog  everk  since 
I  was  a  kid.  I’m  satisfied  now  for  during  the  last  three  days  we 
haven't  "been  able  to  see  more  than  a  hundred  yards  or  so  ahead  of  us 
even  when  the  fog  was  at  its  weakest.  So  you  can  easily  imagine 
that  out  little  musketry  troupe  has  been  lately  put  clean  on  the  bum. 

We  start  out  every  morning  and  grope  our  way  to  Milford  station  and 
after  a  whole  lot  of  confusion  and  swearing  in  getting  into  the  train 
we  get  word  that  there  will  be  no  shooting,  then  we  disembark  and  all 
the  different  units  start  for  home  at  once  on  a  road  that  will  only 
hold  a  column  in  fours.  The  fog  makes  all  the  fun  for  us  because 
we  cant  see  to  pick  out  our  own  men  from  the  mass.  After  some  more 
swearing,  at  which  every  one  is  quite  an  adept,  shoving  and  pushing 
which  reminds  me  of  the  old  island  ferry  baseball  crowds,  we  somehow 
or  other  get  straightened  away  for  camp,  where  we  arrive  generally 
about  eleven  o'clock  and  dismiss  the  party  for  the  day.  When  this 
fog  will  end  I  dont  know  and  am  not  worrying  very  much  because  as  it 
is  now  I  spend  every  afternoon  in  reading  and  sleeping,  and  in  fact 
having  the  softest  time  of  my  life. 

On  Saturday  afternoon  the  mist  seemed  to  lift  so  Doc  Maclachlan, 
Murphy,  Stoney  and  myself  got  a  taxi  and  went  out  to  the  West  Surrey 
Golf  Club  and  got  in  6  holes  before  we  were  caught  in  the  densest  fog 
I  ever  saw.  As  we  had  a  side  bet  on  the  game  no  one  thought  of  quitting 
until  we  had  finished  nine  holes  so  we  played  on.  xt  was  just  exactly 
like  playing  in  the  dark.  You  could  see  the  ball  leave  the  club  and 
could  get  a  line  on  its  direction  and  then  you  would  have  to  chase 
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ahead  and  look  for  it.  It  took  us  over  two  hours  to  play  those 
three  holes  hut  it  was  a  picnic  from  start  to  finish.  The  stakes 
we  won  didn't  begin  to  compensate  for  the  lost  red  dots,  of  course  we 
improvised  all  sorts  of  side  bets  such  as  the  person  who  could 
finish  the  hole  losing  the  least  number  of  balls,  collected  half  a 
crown  from  each  of  the  others  as  well  as  half  a  crown  for  the  hole. 
Just  to  show  you,  the  eighth  hole  was  220  yards  long.  I  lost  4  balls 
and  took  14  strokes  and  collected  10  shillings  for  being  the  low 
man.  It  was  some  funny  game  believe  me.  We  had  an  awful  time 
getting  home  for  the  poor  old  taxi  could  only  crawl, and  its  lucky 
it  did  for  we  bumped  into  a  couple  of  rigs  and  a  few  men  but  no 
damage  was  done. 

I  havent  been  to  town  lately  and  am  not  likely  to  get  there 
until  some  time  in  January  as  all  our  Christmas  and  New  Years  leaves 
have  been  cancelled  and  we  are  not  allowed  to  use  the  trains 
during  that  vacation  time.  Congestion  of  traffic  is  evidently 
the  reason.  However,  I  am  liable  to  get  a  little  trip  to  town 
shortly  after  the  festivities  are  over. 

On  Christmas  Day  we  are  planning  a  bumper  dinner  for  the  men 
as  I  understand  Col.  Michie  has  sent  us  £50  for  the  purpose.  Then 
we  are  also  having  a  big  shooting  match.  Each  platoon  is  entering 
a  team  of  six  men  as  well  as  a  team  from  each  of  the  following, 
the  Pipe  Band,  Brass  Band,  Machine  Gun  Section,  and  the  officers 
making  20  teams  in  all.  The  winning  team  to  be  presented  with 

5  shillings  per  man.  All  the  men  are  very  interested  and  at  the 
present  moment  they  are  either  cleaning  away  at  their  rifles  or  else 
practicing  trigger  pressing  or  aiming.  I  am  afraid  that  our 
Musketry  party  will  be  at  the  ranges,  unless  it  is  foggy  and  so  we 
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will  miss  all  the  fun.  I  am  praying  for  fog  as  hard  as  I  can  and 
all  the  hoys  are  busy  paying  me  the  compliments  of  the  season  and  a 
Foggy  Christmas. 

Col.  Curries  ’’Red  Watch"  has  arrived  at  the  Mess  and  has 
caused  all  sorts  of  amusement  to  some  of  us  and  indignation  to  the 
others.  It  isn*t  exactly  a  popular  novel  around  here. 

With  very  best  love  to  Mother  and  yourself  and  with  every  wish 
for  your  good  health. 

a 

God  Bless  you  both. 

Your  loving  son, 


"Gerald, " 
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Witley  Camp , 


Surrey,  Dec,  21st,  1916, 

Dear  Mother:- 

Everyone  at  home  as  been  awfully  good  to  me  this  Xmas  for 
hardly  a  Canadian  Mail  passes  but  what  I  generally  land  a  gift  of 
some  kind  or  another.  The  day  before  yesterday  I  received  a  nice 
letter  and  a  draft  of  £3  from  Uncle  Jim  and  a  further  draft  of 
£5  came  in  from  Father  just  to-day.  The  Kemp  family  sent  me  a  box 
containing  socks  and  cigarettes,  St,  Pauls  Church  came  through 
with  some  very  useful  articles,  such  as  socks  and  handkerchiefs  and 
stuff  to  eat,  and  even  Malone  Lodge  sent  over  tobacco  and  cigarettes, 
which  was  almost  duplicated  by  the  University  Club, 

I  received  a  very  nice  letter  from  Frank  in  to-days  mail, 
and  needless  to  say  was  awfully  glad  to  hear  from  him,  I  notice  he 
says  that  I  haven’t  acknowledged  any  except  his  first  letter.  The 
darn  mail  must  be  cock-eyed  somewhere  for  I  swear  I  acknowledged 
every  darn  one  of  them.  However,  I'm  writing  him  to-night  and  1*11 
tell  him  all  about  it  then. 

That  £5  draft  of  Fathers  is  going  to  come  in  mighty  handy 
when  I  get  up  to  town  again, $nd  you  can  bet  I'll  buy  something 
pretty  decent  and  useful  with  it.  Thanks  to  both  of  you  for  it. 

The  box  which  you  were  sending  me  from  Michies  and  the  apples 
have  not  yet  put  in  an  appearance.  I'm  afraid  the  Deuchland  must 
have  got  them.  But  I  haven't  given  up  hope  of  getting  them  yet. 

We  are  having  the  most  devilish  weather  here  you  ever  did  see. 
One  day  it  snows,  the  next  is  foggy  and  after  that  therest  of  the 
week  is  spent  in  raining.  Our  poor  old  Musketry  Party  is  still 
daily  ploughing  through  mud  and  water  to  and  from  the  ranges. 
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and  as  a  rule  we  no  sooner  get  there  than  they  send  us  home  again 
without  firing  a  shot.  To-day  we  did  that  stunt  and  in  the  "bargain 
got  soaked  through  to  the  skin  so  I  have  spent  the  whole  afternoon 
soaking  in  a  hot  "bath  and  having  a  wee  hit  sleep.  So  even  the 
rainy  days  have  their  bright  spots. 

Father  was  anxiously  inquiring  about  the  5th  Division.  Tell 
him  that  I  cant  give  him  any  definite  news  about  it  yet  as  we 
received  very  few  indications  on  which  to  work.  There  are  all 
sorts  of  Latrine  rumours  both  pro  and  con  but  I  dont  take  any  stock 
in  them.  However,  one  thing  is  sure  and  that  ie  Brig.  General  Leckie 
has  come  over  from  the  front  and  is  now  stationed  in  Witley  camp, 
and  Witley  is  now  entirely  separated  from  Bramshott ,  which  was 
formerly  our  Divisional  Headquarters,  but  now  we  act  only  on  orders 
originating  from  our  own  Headquarters  right  here.  This  is  evidently 
a  start  in  the  right  direction  anyway.  In  fact  the  5th  Division  is 
in  existence  --  but  whether  as  a  Training  Division,  which  is 
simply  for  the  purpose  of  training  officers  and  men  and  then  drafting 
them  over  to  France  to  fill  the  gaps,  or  as  an  Active  Division 
which  will  go  over  as  a  unit  I  cant  tell  at  the  present  moment.  But 
you  can  rely  on  it  I'll  let  you  know  as  soon  as  I  verify'  the  facts. 

How  I  think  I've  told  you  all  the  gossip  and  cant  think  of  any 
more  to  say  so  Good  Hight  and  God  Bless  you  both,  and  many  thanks 
for  the  Christmas  present. 

Your  loving  son, 

"Gerald, " 

Be  sure  and  have  a  good  time  at  Atlantic  City. 
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Witley  camp. 


Surrey,  Dec,  25th,  1916. 

My  Dear  Mother*- 

Christmas  day  has  come  around  again  and  I  cant  resist  the 
temptation  to  sit  down  and  drop  you  a  few  lines  and  let  you  know 
what  we  are  all  doing  with  ourselves  to-day. 

Four  officers  only  could  get  leave  so  the  rest  of  us  are 
holding  down  the  camp  in  their  absence,  and  a  pretty  good  job  we 
are  making  of  it. 

For  the  last  few  days  the  men  have  been  very  busy  preparing 
and  at  all  hours  of  the  day  you  would  see  parties  of  men  making  for 
the  woods  armed  with  axes  hatchets,  saws,  shovels,  etc,  and  returning 
later  with  trees  and  pine  boughs  and  almost  everything  imaginable  to 
be  used  for  decoration  purposes. 

They  have  all  worked  hard  getting  their  huts,  mess  room  and 
recreation  room  into  shape  and  now  if  you  go  into  any  of  their  rooms 
the  sight  certainly  brings  the  Christmas  season  to  you  with  a  bump. 
Every  hut  has  its  Christmas  trees  and  elaborately  decorated  according 
to  their  various  tastes,  and  everything  is  as  homelike  and  as 
comfortable  as  they  can  make  it.  Our  own  mess  room  is  profusely 
decorated  with  holly,  pine  boughs,  paper  bells  etc,  etc  for  ton-night 
we  are  to  have  our  Xmas  Dinner  in  the  company  of  all  the  officers 
wives, who  are  living  in  the  vicinity,  f/rrs.  Grant,  jjfrs.  Morgan, 

Helen  Morgan,  Mrs.  Allan  and  Mrs.  Shiell  will  all  be  here  and 
possibly  some  others.  So  we  are  going  to  have  a  real  party  and  as 
closely  resembling  a  family  party  as  possible.  The  cook  has  been 
working  overtime, and  as  I  have  just  snooped  into  the  kitchen  I  can 
give  you  some  idea  of  what  we  are  going  to  have.  Three  walloping 
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big  turkeys,  all  roasted  brown,  are  now  resting  in  the  pans  and 
waiting  to  he  eaten.  Plum  puddings  and  about  twenty  mince  pies  are 
also  strewn  about  as  well  as  a  lot  of  other  stuff  which  will  come 
in  handy  to  help  fill  up  on.  Taking  all  in  all  it  looks  as  if  we 
will  have  gome  dinner  to  -night. 

This  morning  we  held  a  shooting  competition  on  the  miniature 
ranges, and  all  sorts  of  rivalry  and  excitement  was  in  evidence  until 
”B"  Company  were  returned  the  winners.  I  had  the  official  job  of 
chief  scorer  so  I  stood  up  on  a  ladder  in  front  of  a  large  black 
board  and  put  down  the  scores  justlike  the  kid  that  puts  down  the 
ball  teams  scores  at  the  News  on  Bay  Street.  As  a  matter  of  fact  the 
officers  won  the  competition  ,  much  to  the «mens  disgust,  but  we 
didn't  claim  the  prize  but  passed  it  down  to  the  next  highest  team. 

But  we  just  had  to  show  them  that  they  were  still  inferior  to  us 
even  at  their  own  game. 

This  afternoon  our  football  team  (champions  of  Niagara,  Bramshoit 
and  Witley  camps)  are  playing  a  picked  team  from  Bramshott  Camp  and 
all  the  boys  are  down  at  the  game.  Nearly  all  the  officers  are  out 

I 

at  the  game  too  or  else  playing  golf  at  Hindhead.  Golf  is  -played 
all  the  year  round  as  there  is  ve  ry  seldom  enough  snow  to  do  much 
more  than  cover  the  ground,  and  even  that  all  melts  away  inside  of  a 
couple  of  days.  I  drove  a  number  of  the  fellows  out  to  the  Club  in 
the  battalion  Ford  and  it  was  a  scream.  It  was  the  first  time  I  ever 
drove  one  of  those  things  and  liable  to  be  the  last, for  in  that  short 
drive  I  blew  out  one  tire  and  punctured  another.  One  of  which  was  a 
beautiful  "Malteese  Cross”  and  whan  I  laughed  everyone  wanted  to  know 
what  the  joke  was.  I  knew'  they  would  not  be  able  to  appreciate  it 
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so  I  kept  quiet.  Eut  honest--  everytime  I  see  one  of  those  punk 
tires  I  can  almost  hear  Father  cussing  --  so  its  no  wonder  I  laughed. 

This  has  been  a  mighty  queer  Christmas  and  I  would  certainly 
have  loved  to  spend  it  at  old  86  but  I  feel  that  probably  next  year 
we1 11  all  just  do  that  little  stunt. 

I  do  hope  that  you  and  Paw  are  having  a  good  time  at  Atlantic 
City  and  doing  everything  up  in  style. 

Now  I fm  afraid  1*11  have  to  stop  and  go  and  hop  into  my  kilt 
and  get  all  dolled  up  for  dinner, for  you  know  we  have  to  put  on  all 
the  dog  possible  to  -night .becuase  there  will  be  ladies  present. 

With  all  sorts  of  love  to  Yourself  and  Paw  and  may  God  Bless  you 
both  in  the  coming  New  Year. 

m 

Your  loving  son, 


"Gerald, " 
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Witley  Camp,  Surrey, 

Dec.  31st,  1916. 

My  Dear  Father: - 

After  hours  of  strenuous  work  I  managed  to  steal  (beg  or  borrow 
was  out  of  the  question)  this  overgrown  mess  of  note  paper.  Everybody 
is  writing  to-day  to  beat  the  band  and  paper  is  at  a  premium  for  we  have 
just  run  out  of  battalion  paper,  go  everybody  is  looking  for  some 
mark  who  isn’t  in  the  writing  humour.  I  managed  to  slip  this  batch 
out  of  the  Colonels  pile  when  he  wasn't  looking,  and  it  begins  to 
look  as  if  I  will  get  away  with  it.  If  not  I  bet  he  gives  me  6  days 
C.B. 

To-day  I  received  a  lot  of  reading  matter  from  home  and  it  came  in 
very  nice,  letters  from  you  and  Mother  dated  the  7th  December,  The 
Varsity  Supplement,  which  has  created  all  sorts  of  interest, . and  the 
Weekly  papers.  To  say  nothing  of  a  whole  mail  bag  full  of  Globes. 

I  was  awfully  pleased  to  hear  that  you  are  sending  me  a  Smart  Woods 
Sleeping  Bag.  I  have  heard  from  a  number  of  the  boys  that  it  has  any 
of  the  others  beaten  to  a  standstill.  I  was  thinking  of  buying  a 
Wolsey  but  now  1*11  sit  tight  and  save  my  money. 

Jan.  1st,  1917. 

I  couldn’t  finish  last  night  so  1*11  continue  now  where  I  left 
off.  We  have  had  quite  a  big  day.  .We w  Years  Day,  unlike  Christmas, 
is  not  a  holiday  for  us  so  we  varied  our  programme  of  training  to 
suit  the  occasion.  Since  nine  o’clock  this  morning  (and  its  after 
five  now)  we  have  been  very  busy  having  an  athletic  meet,  and  since 
the  men  couldn't  get  home  to  Scotland  for  New  Years  we  tried  to  keep 
them  amused.  Our  programme  consisted  of  100  yd  dash,  one  mile  run, 
tossing  the  caber,  which  excited  great  interest,  Blind  fold  squad  drill, 
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bombing  and  bayonet  fighting  competitions,  tug  of  war,  Pipers 
race,  where  the  Pipers  ran  100  yards  squaring  their  pipes,  obstacle 
race,  three  legged  race  and  sack  race.  Everyone  entered  into  the 
competition  and  great  rivalry  existed  between  the  Companies. 

However  "A”  Company  scored  as  many  points  as  the  rest  of  the  battalion 
combined  and  thereby  copped  all  the  glory.  It  was  a  good  days 
fun  and  had  the  dreary  routine  stuff  beaten  cold,  and  we  all 
enjoyed  ourselves* 

The  Fifth  Division  is  as  far  away  from  us  as  ever,  and  although 
there  have  been  "doings"  around  here  lately, we  have  been  left 
entirely  out  in  the  cold.  The  85th  from  Fova  Scotia,  the  116th 
(Sam  Sharpe's),  the  123rd  (Kingsmills)  and  the  124th  (Chadwick) 
have  all  received  their  orders  to  proceed  to  France  as  units.  We 
were  recommended  by  our  brigade  headquarters  before  any  of  the  others 
but  •—  evidently  someone  in  our  bunchdied  on  the  job  and  let  the 
other  four  cut  in  ahead  of  us.  They  are  going  over  and  will  take 
their  places  with  various  divisions,  as  I  understand  some  of  the 
old  units  have  been  so  cut  up  that  they  are  being  put  together  to 
make  up  a  complete  battalion.  Well  we  have  lost  the  chance  of  a 
life  time  and  we  subalternsespecially  feel  pretty  sick  with  the  whole 
affair.  I  suppose  all  there  is  left  for  us  to  do  is  to  sit  and  wait 
and  trust  to  the  lord  that  we  will  be  forced  into  the  5th  Division 
by  some  one  at  the  War  Office. 

well  I  am  going  to  quit  now.  I  hope  you  and  Mother  had  a  nice 
time  at  Atlantic  City  and  that  it  did  you  both  the  world  of  good. 

Good  night  and  God  Bless  you  both. 

Your  loving  son, 


"Gerald" 
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Witley  Camp,  Surrey, 


Jan.  4th,  1917. 

Dear  Mother: - 

Just  a  few  lines  to  let  you  know  that  I'm  still  enjoying  the 
same  old  good  health  as  usual,  and  still"carrying  on"  in  the  same 
old  way.  To-day  has  certainly  been  a  prize  one  for  I  received 
letters  from  you  and  Father,  together  with  clippings,  also  a  note 
from  Mrs.  Scott.  To-night .however,  I  got  the  surprise  of  my  life 
for  just  after  supper  the  mail  man  come  in  and  handed  me  Fathers 
package  of  apples,  which  I  had  long  ago  given  up  hope  of  ever  seeing 
as  I  felt  sure  that  someone  had  pinched  them  en  route.  There  were 
also  boxes  for  the  Colonel  and  Hugh  Murray,  which  I  dare  say  they 
will  receive  to-night.  Just  a  few  minutes  ago  the  transport  stopped 
outside  of  my  door  and  dropped  off  the  Smart  Woods  Sleeping  Bag 
which  Father  told  me  was  on  its  way.  it  sure  is  a  dandy  and  has 
everything  stopped  around  this  camp.  Hugh  Murray  and  a  number  of 
others  have  been  in  admiring  it  and  they  all  say  its  the  best  ever. 

I  am  going  to  give  it  a  workout  to-night  and  1*11  let  you  know  how 
it  goes  later,  not  that  I  have  any  doubt  for  it  is  the  softest  thing 
I  have  ever  seen.  I'll  bet  they  have  a  hard  time  v/aking  me  up  in 
time  for  morning  parade. 

I  didn't  get  down  to  see  Mrs.  Scott  and  the  gang  at  Hew  Years 
as  I  expected  because  all  week  end  leave  has  been  cancelled  for 
all  time.  How  I'm  ever  going  to  get  to  town  again  I  don't  know  but 
hope  to  manage  it  somehow.  What  the  idea  is  of  continuing  this  no 
week  end  leave  stuff  I  don't  know,  but  I  suppose  the  Brigade  have 
to  think  up  all  these  new  little  stunts  for  they  evidently  do  like  their 
little  joke. 
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We  are  all  working  away  as  hard  as  ever  with  no  prospect  of 
ever  getting  any  nearer  France  than  we  now  are,  which  doesn’t  help 
the  spirit  of  the  men  in  the  battalion  to  any  great  extent  so  far  as 
proficiency  and  satisfaction  is  concerned.  Our  only  chance  evidently 
is  the  much  talked  of  Fifth  Division  which  the  authorities  assure  us 
will  be  ready  about  next  April  or  May  to  go  across.  Its  going  to  be 
pretty  hard  to  hold  the  men  but  maybe  its  just  as  well  because  we 
are  pretty  comfortably  fixed  right  here  in  Witley. 

Owing  to  lack  of  any  further  news,  1*11  draw  this  to  a  close. 

Let  me  express  my  many  many  thanks  for  the  sleeping  bag  and  may 
other  things  which  you  have  sent  to  me  ever  since  leaving  home. 

Good  night  and  God  Bless  you  both. 

With  very  best  love, 

Your  affectionate  son. 


’’Gerald, " 
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Witley  Camp, 


Jan.  8th,  1917, 

Dear  Father:  - 

As  I  happen  to  he  the  Orderly  Officer  to-day,  I  have  all  sorts 
of  spare  time  on  my  hands  and  if  I  don't  do  something  I  know  1*11 
begin  to  wreck  the  Orderly  Room,  just  to  cause  a  little  excitement. 

The  most  exciting  thing  I've  done  so  far  is  to  crawl  out  of  bed  at 
a  quarter  to  six  and  appear  busy.  There  is  a  maxim  in  the  army  which 
I  sure  am  trying  to  live  up  to  to-day  and  that  is  "Remember  that 
there  is  a  time  to  work  and  a  time  to  play,  the  time  to  work  is 
when  you  are  being  watched."  So  far  I  have  succeeded  but  things 
began  getting  slower  than  ever  so  here  I  am  hunched  up  over  a  desk  and 
throwing  ink  around  under  cover  of  Infantry  Training  and  Field 
Service  Regulations.  Of  course  its  foolish  to  learn  Training 
Regulations  too  thoroughly  for  from  the  time  they  are  issued  they 
begin  to  be  obsolete.  So  as  long  as  I  manage  to  exist  until  supper 
time  and  keep  out  of  everybody's  wa y  I  shall  be  quite  satisfied  with 
my  tour  of  duty.  Another  little  thing  I've  managed  to  learn  is  not 
to  do  any  more  work  than  is  necessary  for  if  you  do  you  will  get  the 
evil  reputation  for  liking  it.  I  have  it  from  good  authorities 
that  such  a  reputation  has  blasted  many  a  promising  career.  so  these 
are  the  reasons  that  I  happen  to  be  tearing  off  these  few  odd  lines* 

I  am  more  than  delighted  however,  to  have  had  the  luck  to  draw 
down  this  job  for  to-day,  now  that  the  hardest  part  of  it  is  all  over 
and  that  took  place  when  I  had  to  get  up,  for  the  Company  is  at  the 
present  moment  doing  Company  Training  on  Thursley  Commons,  about 
two  and  one  half  miles  away.  Rot  that  I'd  mind  that  so  much  but  it 
happens  to  be  snowing  like  the  dickens  (excuse  me  if  I  said  snov;ing 
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I  meant  to  say  a  mixture  between  rain  and  sleet)  and  the  ground 
naturally  is  a  trifle  muddy,  and  I  can  just  imagine  Hugh  Murray 
with  his  officers  and  men  flopping  on  their  bellies  dodging  imaginary 
bullets ,  fired  from  an  imaginary  enemy, whom  they  are  endeavoring  to 
dislodge  at  the  point  of  the  bayonet  from  an  imaginary  position. 
Imagination  plays  a  devil  of  a  big  part  in  Company  Training  all 
right  and  is  the  or  I  hope  will  be  the  cause  of  a  lot  of  muddy  clothes 
and  much  cursing  to-day.  Say,  this  thought  has  actually  cheered  me 
up  and  I  almost  feel  like  looking  for  work  to  do,  but  I  guess  I'll 
resist  the  temptation. 

As  I  said  before  it  isn't  such  a  punk  job  after  all  because  if 
I  have  learnt  nothing  else  I've  discovered  that  the  brat  of  an 
Orderly  (  a  mere  kid  of  16  or  17)  is  a  whirlwind  at  playing  checkers. 
He  has  skinned  me  about  twelve  games  running  and  vrtienhe  beat  me 
the  last  time,  after  only  losing  three  of  his  own  men  and  gave  me  the 
laugh,  I  thought  it  time  to  tell  him  to  go  back  to  his  work  and  quit 
bothering  me.  He  has  just  challenged  me  to  a  game  of  dominoes  (where 
that  kid  scrapes  up  all  those  games  has  me  fooled.  I  dare  say  he'll 
spring  "Old  Maid"  on  me  next)  but  I  have  managed  to  stall  him  off 
for  fifteen  minutes  and  then  we  are  going  to  play  for  the  Nelson 
Monument  on  Trafalgar  Square. 

I  think  I  told  you  in  my  last  letter  that  J.  received  the  Sleeping 
Bag  alright.  I  tried  it  out  the  night  it  arrived,  and  like  all  the 
quack  medicine  testimonials,  "I  have  used  nothing  else  since."  That 
first  night  it  surely  proved  its  worth.  For  it  was  as  cold  as  blazes 

9- 

outside, and  to  give  it  a  good  work  out,  I  opened  the  window^  wide  and 
being  still  rather  skeptical  I  also  slightly  opened  the  door.Stoney 
was  asleep  at  the  time  under  a  couple  of  ordinary  blankets  so  he 
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didn’t  offer  any  objections •  After  doucing  the  glim  I  crawled 
inside  and  in  a  very  short  time  was  warm  as  toast.  Then  I  remember 
nothing  more  until  next  morning.  I  awoke  to  find  ^toney  all  huddled 
up  in  a  little  ball  with  his  blankets  twisted  up  in  knots  all  around 
him  trying  to  keep  warm.  He  was  awake  and  his  teeth  were  chattering, 
and  when  I  wished  him  good  morning  he  told  me  to  go  to  hell  and  for 
Gods  sake  shut  the  blasted  window.  He  told  me  afterwards  that  he 
woke  up  in  the  middle  of  the  night  nearly  frozen  and  was  too  dam 
cold  to  get  up  and  get  some  more  covers  so  lay  there  shivering  until 
morning.  How  I  ask  you  —  if  that  isn’t  the  height  of  laziness 
what  the  deuce  is?  However,  the  main  thing  is  that  the  old  bag 
stood  the  test  like  a  blo&ming  bridegroom  and  was  just  as  hot  —  well, 

as  Frank  was  when  he  took  the  big  dip  --  and  believe  me  he  was 

some  hot.  Gan  I  say  more? 

Tell  Mother  that  I  received  her  parcel  from  home  containing  the 
Woodstock  socks  and  handkerchiefs  from  Ed.  Malone.  I  wish  you  would 
let  me  have  his  address  sometime  for  I  would  like  to  write  him.  I 
did  get  one  letter  from  him  some  time  ago  but  to  tell  you  the  truth 

I  didn’t  answer  it  as  I  couldn’t  make  out  his  address. 

Everyone  here  is  pretty  well  as  usual,  except  for  a  few  colds 
here  and  there  on  account  of  the  bum  weather,  which  thank  the  Lord 
hasn’t  fizzed  on  me  a  bit  and  we  are  all  getting  so  that  it  will 
soon  look  like  a  fat  mans  battalion.  I  know  my  pants  got  so  dam 
tight  I  had  to  get  the  tailor  to  shift  the  buttons.  Safety  first  is 
still_my  motto. 

Give  my  best  love  to  Mother,  and  I  do  hope  she  is  feeling  all 
right  again  after  her  few  days  in  bed.  And  I  do  hope  you  both  had 
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a  good  time  and  painted  Atlantic  City  at  Christmas  time. 

My  game  of  dominoes  awaits  and  I*ve  run  out  of  speech. 
Sod  Bless  you  hoth. 

Your  loving  son, 

"Gerald, " 
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Witley  Camp! 


Jan.  15th  1917. 

My  Dear  Mother:  - 

Your  very  welcome  letter  arrived  the  other  day,  also  Fathers 
from  Atlantic  City  as  well  as  clippings.  It  was  good  to  hear  from 
you  both  down  there,  and  also  to  hear  that  you  were  having  a  good 
time.  I  was  sorry  to  hear  that  your  old  tummy  had  gone  hack  or  you 
hut  hope  to  goodness  you* 11  he  all  right  shortly. 

I  managed  to  get  down  to  London  yesterday  afternoon  after 
Church  Parade  and  spent  the  day  with  Mrs.  Scott,  Jessie  and  Form. 

Mrs.  Scott  was  in  bed  with  a  had  cold  so  we  all  spent  the  afternoon 
up  in  her  room  trying  to  cheer  her  up.  Horn  had  received  a  great 
hig  box  the  size  of  a  coffin  from  home .containing  fruit  cake  and 
the  Lord  only  knows  what  all,  so  I  had  a  very  enjoyable  afternoon 
sampling  everything  she  owned.  I  had  dinner  with  Jes  and  Form, 
and  although  they  bewailed  the  fact  that  it  was  just  costing 
them  l/6  each,  it  didn't  affect  my  appetitt  the  least  hit  and  I  told 
them  they  were  lucky  the  meal  wasn't  a  la  carte  or  it  would  have 
cost  at  least  5/  each.  After  dinner  the  three  of  us  went  up  to 
Bonds  and  saw  Mary  and  Jimmie  Ryrie,  where  we  had  a  great  old  gossip 
about  everyone  at  home.  I  broke  up  the  party  quite  early  in  order 
to  catch  the  last  train  from  Waterloo  back  to  camp,  which  left  at 
10  o'clock.  It  was  a  mighty  enjoyable  day  and  I  liked  it  fine  as  it 
was  the  first  time  I  had  been  away  since  the  first  of  December,  and 
although  the  holiday  was  short  it  was  none  the  less  enjoyable. 

To-day  we  had  a  grand  time.  I  took  my  platoon  out  for  a  little 
picnic.  We  drew  our  raw  uncooked  rations  from  the  cook  house 
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consisting  of  6  ounces  of  meat,  6  ounces  of  potatoes,  a  couple  of 
ounces  of  carrots  and  onions,  with  salt  and  pepper,  and  two  slices  of 
"bread  per  man.  We  then  walked  out  to  Thursley  Common  and  at  half 
past  twelve  we  got  "busy  and  "began  to  cook  our  dinner.  We  decided  to 
make  Irish  Stew  so  we  poured  water  over  the  mixture  in  our  mess  tins 
and  built  a  roaring  fire  all  around  the  tins  and  waited  for  the  stuff 
to  boil.  We  had  more  fun  than  a  picnic, for  some  of  the  men  couldn’t 
wait  after  smelling  the  onions  cooking, so  some  began  eating  right  away 
and  a  few  were  even  finished  before  the  remainder  got  going.  Others 
ate  a  bit  here  and  there  or  each  piece  just  as  it  got  done.  In  fact 

I 

not  one  of  us  waited  until  the  stuff  was  ready  before  we  got  to  it. 
However  there  were  no  complaints  and  everyone  appeared  happy  and 
contented,  but  I  can  just  imagine  the  cursing  and  swearing  the  poor 
old  cooks  would  have  gotten  for  serving  up  the  same  kind  of  a  meal 
to  those  very  same  men  if  they  had  been  back  at  the  old  battalion 
cook  house.  It  was  a  great  day  and  everyone  enjoyed  it.  The  men 
were  all  like  a  bunch  of  kids  and  were  feeling  so  good  after  their 
dinner  that  I  didn't  have  the  heart  to  carry  on  as  per  the  weekly 
syllabus  of  training,  so  for  the  rest  of  the  afternoon  we  all  played 

■i 

games  which  I  hadn't  seen  since  I  went  to  the  Model  School.  Talk 
about  second  childhood  —  we  sure  were  it.  The  mail  Man  has  arrived 
and  as  the  Canadian  Mail  closes  to-night  I  must  stop. 

Take  good  care  of  that  old  rip  snorting  stomach  of  yours  and  get 
it  well  soon  or  else  you'll  hear  from  us  all. 

Best  love  to  both  you  and  Father,  and  Cod  Bless  you. 

Your  loving  son. 


"Gerald, " 
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Witley  Camp,  Surrey, 

Jan.  18th,  1917. 

My  Dear  Father; - 

All  this  week  our  battalion  have  to  perform  Divisional  duties 
and  the  consequence  is  that  we  have  very  few  men  left  to  carry  on 
with  training,  for  Headquarters  sent  in  word  that  they  wanted  a  fatigue 
of  100  men  here  and  200  there,  75  in  some  other  "place  and  some  more 
somewhere  else,  so  it  resulted  that  our  company  had  two  men  on  parade, 
one  being  a  Sergeant  and  the  other  a  Corporal.  It  looked  funny  to  see 
a  company  of  two  on  parade  surrounded  by  five  officers,  and  reminded  me 
very  much  of  the  48th  Highlanders  parade  last  winter  after  the  134th 
got  under  way, when  they  used  to  turn  out  platoons  whose  strength  varied 
from  5  to  sometimes  9  or  10.  The  other  companies  were  .iust  as  bad  as 
ourselves  so  you  can  imagine  the  wonderful  spectacle  we  presented. 

This  being  the  case,  the  officers  are  necessarily  having  rather  a 
soft  time  of  it.  For  example,  this  morning  immediately  after  parade, 
Geoff  Marani  and  I  drew  gome  ammunition  from  the  Quartermaster  Stores 
and  lugged  our  revolvers  out  to  the  Revolver  Range  and  blazed  away 
all  morning  trying  to  hit  a  tin  can  at  about  20  yards  distance. 

The  results  wouldn*t  turn  a  cowboy  green  with  envy,  but  we  did  manage 
to  come  pretty  close  to  the  mark  on  several  occasions.  I  think  I 
could  do  a  man  twice  as  much  damage  if  I  threw  the  blooming  gun  at  him 
instead  of  trying  to  shoot  him.  We  just  got  home  in  time  for  lunch, 
and  this  afternoon  nearly  all  the  other  officers  have  gone  out  to 
waste  some  more  good  Government  Ammunitions.  I  hope  they  have  better 
luck  than  we  had  or  else  the  Germans  will  have  nothing  to  fear. 

Yesterday  I  was  in  charge  of  a  fatigue  of  100  men,  in  breaking 
down  a  few  trenches  so  that  the  85th  Battalion  would  have  to  rebuild 
them  at  night  time,  under  the  examining  eye  of  General  Reekie  and 
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his  staff*  When  I  told  the  hoys  this  they  took  a  huge  delight  in 
their  work, and  made  the  worst  looking  mess  of  things  I  ever  saw  in 
my  life. 

I  think  I  told  you  in  one  of  my  former  letters  that  the  123rd 
and  124th  had  heen  ordered  overseas,  although  we  had  "been  recommended 
on  several  occasions  for  the  place.  ¥e  all  felt  pretty  sore,  hut  as  it 
turns  out  we  are  quite  tickled  over  the  fact,  because  it  has  just 
come  to  light  that  these  two  battalions  are  not  going  over  as  fighting 
units  but  as  Labour  Battalions,  which  is  about  the  lowest  grade  a 
battalion  can  boast  of.  The  different  grades  seem  to  be  as  follows:- 

(1)  Fighting  Unit, 

(2)  Construction  Battalion,  (builders  of  raads ,  railroads  &c.) 

(3)  Pioneer  Battalion,  (unglorified  engineers,  diggers  of 

trenches  &c.) 

(4)  Labour  Battalion,  (  who  do  nothing  more  than  perform  the 

fatigues  in  a  Division  so  as  to  leave  the 
other  battalions  as  little  work  as 
possible  outside  of  fighting.) 

So  you  see  its  a  fine  prospect  they  have  now  in  view,  and  you  can 
bet  we  are  all  tickled  to  death  we  didn't  get  the  place,  and  we  are 
all  quite  content  to  sit  around  now  until  April  when  we  hope  the 
5th  Division  will  be  ready  to  go  over. 

Tell  Mother  that  her  cookies  arrived  safely  and  in  fine  condition, 
only  two  or  three  were  broken.  They  certainly  remind  me  of  our  old 
sideboard  in  the  dining-room  at  home,  which  Mother  at  one  time  used 
to  keep  under  lock  and  key,  but  which  both  Maurice  and  I  knew  could 
be  opened  by  almost  any  old  key  in  the  house. 

I  suppose  by  this  time  you  have  both  returned  horn  from  Atlantic 
City  which  I  hope  has  done  both  Mother  and  yourself  the  world  of  good. 

With  very  best  love  and  God  Bless  you  both. 

Your  loving  son, 


"Gerald, " 
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Witley  Camp, 


Surrey,  Jan.  25th,  1917. 

Dear  Father: - 

I  missed  last  Monday* s  Canadian  mail  on  account  of  a  Field  Day 
we  had  atHanley  Common,  hut  you  didn’t  miss  very  much  news  as  everything 
has  been  fairly  quiet  around  these  parts  since  I  last  wrote.  Although 
things  have  been  fairly  quiet  for  us  still  other  battalions  can’t 
exactly  say  the  same.  For  every  few  days  or  go  some  battalion  or 
other  gets  crocked  and  its  men  spread  broad  cast  among  the  lucky  ones 
that  still  retain  their  identity.  However  there  is  a  reason  for  all 
this  as  it  has  come  out  in  Orders  that  the  Fifth  Canadian  Division  has 
been  formed  and  then  enumerates  the  battalions,  which  will  make  up 
the  three  brigades.  Our  position  is  assured  and  unless  the  whole  thing 
is  shot  full  of  holes  before  arriving  in  France, we  will  remain  together 
and  cross  over  with  the  Division  sometime  about  next  May.  To-day  we 
received  re-inf orcements  of  200  men  from  the  120th  Battalion,  who  were 
recruited  from  the  13th  of  Hamilton,  and  this  now  practically  brings 
us  up  to  strength  again'for  the  first  time  since  v/e  lost  our  first  draft 
at  Bramshott  Camp.  The  Hamilton  boys  all  hated  to  be  scattered  but 
seemed  quite  content  to  join  us  for  their  C.O,  told  them  just  before 
turning  them  over  to  usof  the  very  friendly  relations  which  always 
existed  between  the  13th  and  the  48th.  He  also  said  that  he  was  more 
than  pleased  they  were  coming  into  our  regiment  as  Col.  jjrarshall  of 
the  15th  had  been  formerly  a  Captain  in  their  own  Militia  Unit.  He 
made  quite  a  nice  little  speech  and  then  our  boys  cheered  the  120  and  thej 
returned  the  compliment  so  everyone  felt  fairer  happy  under  the 
circumstances.  Things  looks  something  like  business  when  we  are  now 
being  issued  with  Lee  Enfield  Rifles  and  Web  Equipment  and  to  the 
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mens  delight  turning  in  the  Oliver  Equipment  and  Rogs  Rifles* 

There  certainly  must  he  an  awful  lot  of  similar  scrapped  junk  in 
this  country.  Where  it  all  gets  to  I  don’t  know.  In  another  couple 
of  weeks  we  will,  I  hope,  he  starting  Divisional  Training  and  then 
we  will  have  to  hump  ourselves  to  keep  up  our  reputation  of 
efficiency*  That  is  all  the  dope  I  have  for  the  present. 

I  received  letters  from  Mother  and  yourself,  a, Iso  the  clippings 
from  Atlantic  City  which  proved  very  interesting,  especially  the 
ones  showing  the  American  views  on  President  Wilsons  Peace  Note.  We 
all  enjoyed  them  thoroughly*  Your  letters  were  written  the  day  before 
you  left  Atlantic  City  for  home.  I  hope  you  had  a  decent  trip  hack 
and  not  quite  as  had  as  your  journey  down* 

I  expect  a  Canadian  mail  will  arrive  in  camp  sometime  to-morrow 
and  I  am  looking  forward  to  getting  all  the  news  of  your  exploits 
and  howr  you  found  Toronto  on  your  return* 

i 

Colonel  Miller  and  Major  Allan  are  at  present  away  on 
instructional  courses.  The  Colonel  indulging  in  a  ten  days  Cooks 
Tour  of  the  front  lines  in  France,  and  the  Major  attending  a  Senior 
Officers  course  at  Aldershot.  Major  Shiell  is  in  command  of  the 
battalion  in  the  meantime  and  believe  me  he  is  some  C.O.  In  a  great 
number  of  7/ays  he  reminds  me  of  our  old  Colonel  Uncle  Dune*  H® 
certainly  is  on  his  job  and  keeps  us  all  hustling  most  of  the  time. 

I  must  wind  up  this  scrawl  now.  Hoping  that  you  both  are 
feeling  well  after  your  trip  and  neither  of  you  working  too  hard. 

With  all  sorts  of  love  and  God  Bless  you  both. 

Your  loving  son, 


’’Gerald" 
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Witley  Camp,  Surrey, 


Jan.  29th,  1917. 

pear  Mother: - 

This  morning  I  received  a  letter  from  Father  dated  the  8th 
of  January,  and  evidently  written  just  after  your  arrival  home 
from  Atlantic  City,  and  I  was  sorry  to  hear  that  you  had  such  a 
rocky  trip.  However,  I  hope  "by  this  time  you  are  feeling  your  oats 
once  more  and  hitting  all  the  high  spots  and  bright  lights  around 
Toronto. 

The  mail  from  Canada  has  been  very  uncertain  since  the  Hew 
Year,  and  until  to-day  I  haven* t  heard  from  home  for  the  last  two 
weeks.  I  suppose  the  tie-up  will  open  with  a  rush  one  of  these 
fine  days  and  1*11  be  swamped  with  letters  from  home.  I  hope  my 
letters  have  been  arriving  safely  but  I  dare  say  the  tie-up  in  the 
mails  works  both  ways. 

We  have  been  enjoying  regular  Y/eather  here  lately.  For  the 
last  week  or  go  it  has  been  pretty  cold.  Hot  the  damp  kind  but 
the  real  old  Canadian  cold  which  has  frozen  up  all  the  ponds  tighter 
than  a  drum.  We  have  all  enjoyed  it  immens  ely,  even  though  it  does 
take  a  powerful  lot  of  willpower  for  me  to  tear  myself  away  from 
that  good  old  sleeping  bag  each  morning.  There  is  a  pond  quite 
close  to  our  quarters  and  here  we  have  had  a  couple  of  real  games 
of  shinny.  Yesterday  afternoon  we  all  arose  from  a  good  dinner, 
and  feeling  at  peace  with  everyone,  we  all  got  clubs  and  with  a 
hunk  of  coal  for  a  hockey  puck  we  got  everyone  into  the  game.  It 
was  exciting  Y/hile  it  lasted  but  we  all  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
it  was  a  bum  game  when  played  in  kilts.  It  was  too  cold  for  one 
thing  and  too  convenient  in  case  some  one  had  a  spite  on  you  and 
felt  like  paddling  your  tail  for  another.  After  we  were  all 
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puffed  out  we  retired  to  our  mess  and  thawed  out  "before  the  grate 
fire  and  talked,  naturally  about  the  ice  at  home  and  the  hockey 
games  at  the  Arena  and  all  the  old  players.  We  had  a  great  fanning 
■bee  and  it  lasted  all  evening  and  late  into  the  night. 

To-night  we  go  out  to  the  Common  to  dig  trenches  and  believe 

me  it  always  is  very  trying  on  the  nerves.  You  see  the  beauty  of 

the  whole  thing  is  that  it  is  dark  and  the  men,  like  all  soldiers, 

don’t  believe  in  working  anymore  than  necessary,  so  they  spend  most 

of  their  time  sleeping  in  the  trenches  when  the  officers  aren’t 
» 

looking  instead  of  digging.  They  are  sheltered  from  the  wind  there 
and  its  pretty  easy  to  sleep  with  those  fellow's  at  any  old  time. 

So  you  see  it  keeps  us  busy  waking  them  up.  They  generally  keep 
a  sentry  posted  and  he  warns  them  whenever  an  officer  happens  to 
loom  up  on  the  horizon.  As  far  as  we  subalterns  are  concerned  we 
would  let  them  sleep  to  their  hearts  content  if  we  could  only  find  a 
comfortable  spot,  but  Major  Murray  is  generally  too  darn  active  and 
it  keeps  him  busy  looking  after  us  as  well  as  the  men. 

Just  this  minute  a  couple  of  photographs  have  arrived  from 
Elliott  and  Frys,  which  I  will  send  along  to  you  as  you  requested 
in  one  of  your  former  letters.  If  you  doh’t  care  for  them  very  much 
just  let  me  know  and  1*11  have  another  taken  when  I  go  to  London.  To 
tell  the  truth  I’m  not  crazy  about  them  myself. 

I  must  close  now  as  the  mail  carrier  has  arrived. 

Best  love  to  both  you  and  Father. 

God  Bless  You. 

Your  loving  son, 


"Gerald" 
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Witley  Camp,  Surrey, 

Feb.  1st,  1917. 

Dear  Mother:- 

I  sent  you  a  couple  of  photos  by  registered  mail  yes terday,and 
I  hope  you  receive  them  safely  at  some  not  far  distant  date.  In 
one  picture  you  will  notice  I  have  a  cauliflower  ear  and  in  the  other 
a  black  eye  and  I  think  either  one  ?/ould  do  credit  to  Bob  Fitzsimmons. 
But  let  me  assure  you  the  camera  lied  as  I  haven’t  had  a  good  scrap 
for  a  long  time  and  I’m  weak  for  the  want  of  a  beating.  Let  me  know 
whether  you  think  they'll  do, or  if  you  want  me  to  look  up  some  other 
guy  to  shoot  me  again  and  do  his  gol  darndest  to  make  a  Greek  godish 
appearance.  There  are  some  of  those  fellows  around  this  country  that 
can  make  a  cheese  sandwich  look  like  a  real  banquet. 

I  didn't  realize  until  I  dated  this  letter  that  Fathers  birthday 

was  go  close  at  hand.  I  thought  of  it  some  time  ago  and  hoped  to  be 

'f 

able  to  get  to  town  to  get  him  some  little  thing.  But  as  I  couldn't 
that  ends  the  matter,  but  I  surely  do  wish  him  many  more  birthdays 
of  happiness  and  all  the  good  luck  and  health  in  the  world.  I 
received  all  sorts  of  letters  from  home  yesterday.  Letters  from  you 
dated  the  11th  and  17th  of  January,  also  letters  and  clippings 
from  Father  of  the  same  dates,  together  with  the  Arena  Gardens 
Weekly  which  all  the  boys  enjoyed.  The  mails  are  not  as  regular  as 
they  might  be  and  that  I  think  accounts  for  everything  arriving  in 
batches. 

We  have  been  having  beautiful  weather  lately,  clear  and  cold, 
almost  like  Canadian  winter  except  for  the  snow.  I  don't  think  we 
have  had  two  inches  of  snow  altogether  and  that  is  what  I  miss  the  most. 
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All  the  ponds  are  frozen  over  and  the  London  papers  are  full  of 
the  doings  of  the  bloods  on  the  London  Duck  Ponds#  They  all  seem 
to  have  gone  skating  mad# 

We  v/ere  out  on  Field  Manoeuvres  to-day  and  during  lunch  hour  all 
hostilities  ceased,  and  because  there  happened  to  be  a  beautifully 
frozen  pond  between  the  opposing  sideswe  all  stripped  the  nearby  trees 
of  shinny  sticks  and  had  a  glorious  rough  and  tumble  game  of  shinny, 
with  a  tin  can  for  a  puck#  There  were  ten  times  the  number  of 
casualties  caused  by  the  gbame  than  by  the  battle  and  that  is  where  the 
stretcher  bearers  got  in  their  good  licks.  One  fellow  got  accidently 
hit  over  the  eye,  which  laid  him  cold,  while  there  were  numerous 
bloody  noses  and  cracked  shins#  They  called  the  lunch  hour  short 
for  fear  we  wouldn't  have  enough  men  left  to  continue  with  the 
tactical  scheme  on  hand#  We  have  just  returned  to  camp  after 
running  about  all  day  and  every  one  is  mighty  hungry  and  tired# 
To-morrow  we  have  our  v/eekly  15  mile  route  march  and  on  Saturday  we 
have  a  half  holiday#  At  the  present  moment  A1  Ramsey  is  having  a 
corn  operated  on  by  Surgeon  Lougheed.  I  never  let  the  eminent 
physician  cut  mine  but  I  always  do  the  next  best  thing  by  using  his 
razor.  Then  you  ought  to  hear  the  cursing  next  morning  when  he 
begins  his  attempt  at  shaving.  I  always  be  in  bed  and  laugh  my 
head  off  at  him#  Then  he  generally  accuses  some  of  the  batmen  for 
using  his  razor#  He  got  a  good  one  on  me  though  for  it  was  mine 
that  he  used  for  cutting  the  strings  for  opening  one  of  his  Christmas 
parcels# 

The  supper  bell  will  be  going  in  about  ten  seconds  and  if  I'm 
not  there  in  time  some  of  those  gluttons  will  pinch  all  the 


f-c  .  .  - •  r'r!'..ar.  crcjsrjc  1  8:rc-  ftrrs  it*  q  nescit  trio  ,.o  .  •■  ; I A 

II*  .*ftnc<I  >rooC  nobrjol  erU  no  aftcolcf  ftrfj  lo  ar^n-i 

* 

Ifctli  **<*  b  ad  cS  ba^e  .ar'  8*  i>r  4bs-;*eo  r.ftlj  i  11$  or 

* 

.  •;  *  r*  ••  'to  5  it  aldti  >J  ft' &  #f*  L-n  hi  oItioI^  *  bi??f  b»  r.  *>  ilJs  'tc 

to  *t3.;fipuc  ftifi  aftnli  cej  #18*  .  j  I > 

. 

•  «>  o  i  I  ft  oof  1  i  «r  a*T§*us»<J  isiffttfau  *> 

-  i  •  '  •’•  '  ‘  It  ■  ;„®rlT  *  -  '■  ‘t  :  -  •■  •-  ••  : c rr  old 

ftftnlO'-O 0  C'J  t€l  C9-B  f^L'CHS  ft  »3r:  *>0> 

^  J  -  i  i  ■  W  '  *  "■-  -sr  '  - 

' 

-  ? 

-  •.  •*-  ,:A  -.•■•*••  $'■*■'  A  .  ■■  .  r  '  n  t 

?  ft'  j  j  .‘>1  *  -  ^1  I  ol  r  ft*. Iii8  ^cf  ro  ftft.J  -*  *v£G  rfioo 

ft  ft  r  -  ?  unlmor  d  sr»  i*  »if,t  js*r  cj  4.{*  jc  „  n*.-5? 

•  "••-•:  •-.  J  tr  • 

■ 

r.  •'  ft  -.9-  r  o  J  "i  i  I  f *  ■  ’  n  •; >' T  .  .  .  ''*■  .  3 / 

onlar  %*w  dl  fct  ifr  jjOfCt  fta  no  sao  ftooie  «  ®F  •*tos«‘i  aid  £titaa 

/  s  rC  sir  :o  3*0  v’«f>  c  id  a%ntiS  ftr'i  rlifi  *  *1  c’  be- -  ®r<  ,•  ii::- 

.  *  • 

•a  bfloo®^  **$  1  i/Otfa  ffi  tifti  •:•  «r  Itw  Jj  $<f  ifti  ftrfT 


potatoes  so  I’ll  have  to  quit  now  for  I*m  some  hungry. 

Wishing  Father  many,  many  happy  returns  of  the  day,  and 
with  best  of  love  and  God  Bless  you  both# 

Your  loving  son, 


“Gerald,  ** 


Witley  Canip , 

Surrey,  Eeb.  8th,  1917, 

Dear  Mothers- 

I  am  afraid  all  the  mail  boats  are  being  held  up  at  the  present 
time  on  account  of  this  new  Submarine  Warfare,  for  none  of  us 
have  received  a  bit  of  mail  from  home  for  nearly  two  weeks.  I 
presume  it  is  also  hitting  you  at  home  in  the  same  way, but  I  keep 
on  writing  on  the  chance  that  some  will  get  through  without  too 
much  delay. 

The  weather  has  been  grand  lately,  a  little  snow  and  lots  of 
cold.  To  hear  the  English  people  talk  you  would  think  they  are 
batty, for  the  Newspapers  everyday  are  full  of  the  Terrible  Artie 
Weather  which  is  visiting  England  at  the  present  time.  Yet  I 
haven* t  read  in  any  of  the  Newspapers  of  any  one  place  on  the 
whole  island  where  the  thermometer  has  gone  dovm  as  far  as  zero. 
Generally,  whenever  we  have  cold  weather  it  is  accompanies  by  the 
damp  atmosphere,  and  then  believe  me  you  sure  do  feel  it,  but  this 
spell  has  been  quite  different  and  is  very  similar  to  the  Canadian 
cold.  We  are  all  enjoying  it  immensely.  Sometimes,  however,  coal 
gets  quite  scarce  around  the  Camp, and  then  we  all  go  to  bed  very 
early  in  the  evening  as  it  is  the  best  way  to  keep  warm. 

According  to  the  Newspapers  everyone  is  skating  all  over  the 
country  side,  as  all  the  ponds  have  been  frozen  over  for  the  last 
two  or  three  weeks  tighter  than  drums.  They  say  it  is  the  longest 
spell  of  frost  experienced  in  the  country  since  1895.  We  have  no 
skates  with  us  but  we,  nevertheless,  play  shinny  every  day  after 
parade  hours  with  the  help  of  limbs  of  trees  and  a  tin  can. 
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Talk  about  boyhood  days  again  — -  why  we  not  only  play  shinny,  but 
as  I  told  you  before  in  one  of  my  letters,  we  also  go  to  school 
and  honest  ---  we  have  some  "Homework”  which  we  have  to  do  to-night 
and  hand  in  to-morrow  morning.  We  have  oflr  school  in  one  of  the 
Y.M.C.A.  huts, and  the  Subalterns  are  nearly  always  to  be  found  at 
the  back  of  the  room  and  sitting  as  near  the  stove  as  possible.  The 
senior  officers  have  to  appear  more  dignified  and  so  cant  scramble 
for  the  choice  seats,  but  march  bravely  up  to  the  front  of  the  room 
and  incidentally  darn  near  freeze  to  death.  We  have  a  lot  of  fun 
and  have  learnt  a  lot  of  good  dope.  I  expect  in  another  v/eek  the 
school  will  close  and  we  will  resume  our  work  with  the  battalion. 

We  generally  have  a  lot  of  fun  every  night  in  the  mess  after 
our  dinner.  There  is  always  something  doing  and  everyone  is 
generally  trying  to  put  a  good  joke  over  on  the  other  fellow,  but 
last  night  the  climax  was  reached  when  we  managed  to  sell  our 
Adjutant  a  pair  of  his  own  boots.  It  is  a  good  story  and  the 
beginning  goes  back  to  six  months  ago  ?/hen  we  were  on  board  the  old 
tub  "Scotian."  At  that  time  numerous  things  happened  which  directly 
affect  this  story.  In  the  first  place  it  was  the  occasion  for  the 
founding  of  the  now  famous  legal  firm  of  Grant,  Malone  &  Go.,  whose 
sole  aim  is  to  please  its  clients  in  undertaking  any  transactions 
whatever.  Secondly  the  "Merry  Sunshine  Circle"  consisting  of  Hugh 
Murray,  Fred  Grant  and  myself, <?ame  into  existence  for  the  purpose  of 
buying  up  large  blocks  of  stock  in  the  Auction  Pool  on  the  days  run, 
the  intention  being  to  split  all  our  winnings  three  ways.  The  result 
being  that  we  never  cashed  a  ticket  and  we  gave  one  Francis  Michael 
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Murphy,  Captain  and  Adjutant,  the  wrherewithall  to  have  a  good 
trip  to  London.  That  almost  finished  the  "Circle".  Thirdly,  on 
board  was  an  Imperial  Officer  conducting  a  small  party  across, who 
went  by  the  name  of  "Brewer"and  who  touched  Hugh  Murray  for  two 
pounds,  and  as  security  gave  him  an  I.O.U.  for  the  amount.  As  a 
matter  of  fact  we  haven* t  seen  or  heard  of  friend  Brewer  from  the 
time  we  parted  at  Liverpool,  and  so  Murphy's  one  delight  in  life 
has  been  kidding  Hugh  about  the  two  pounds.  How  that  we  have  the 
introduction  all  clear  we  will  proceed. 

Last  night,  immediately  after  dinner,  Hugh  consulted  the  firm 
of  Grant,  Malone  &  Co.  about  arranging  for  an  auction  sale  of  a 
couple  of  pairs  of  his  boots,  which  were  slightly  small  for  him. 
Fred  pointed  out  to  him  that  this  was  slightly  out  of  our  line, 
but  as  the  motto  of  the  firm  had  always  been  "anything  to  oblige," 
we  would  undertake  the  sale  on  the  condition  of  a  50-50  split  in 
the  proceeds.  This  proposition  was  entirely  acceptable  and  he 
also  desired  that  we  should  try  our  luck  in  selling  Mr.  Brewers 
worthless  two  pound  I.O.U.  This  latter  stunt  required  a  lot  of 
thought  but  nevertheless,  never  doubting  that  we  could  do  it, 
we  accepted.  The  next  thing  we  had  to  decide  was  who  was  to  be 
the  purchaser.  Murphy  was  our  unanimous  choice,  go  then  we  got 
busy  scheming  how*  to  make  Murphy  bite.  After  much  thought  we 
decided  to  carry  it  out  in  the  following  way.  While  Fred  was 
announcing  the  occasion  of  a  Public  Auction  Sale  of  Major  Murrays 
goods  and  chattels  to  the  assembled  gentlemen,  I  beat  it  into 
Murphys  room  and  borrowed  his  long  black  riding  boots,  and  with 
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Hughs  two  pair  he  wanted  us  to  sell  I  placed  them  all  on  the 
Auctioneers  table.  Fred  then  harrangued  the  crowd  until  he  got 
them  worked  up  and  had  them  all  willing  to  bid  whether  they  wanted 
boots  or  not.  The  first  pair  he  offered  for  sale,  which  were 
a  six  dollar  pair  "slightly  soiled",  were  knocked  down  to  the 
Chaplain  after  a  spirited  contest  for  15  shillings,  and  someone 
else  bought  the  other  pair  for  4  shillings.  Then  came  the  real 
sale  <3f  the  night,  "Special  Extra  Attraction"  he  called  it.  He 
held  up  the  long  riding  boots  and  talked  about  them  for  fifteen 
minutes  steady  and  then  called  for  bids  -  -  nothing  doing.  At 
last,  becoming  desperate,  he  offered  to  throw  in, as  something 
]3xtra  Special,  Brewers  I.O.U  for  two  pounds  to  the  purchaser  of 
the  boots.  He  then  asked  Murphy  to  bid.  Murphy  told  him  he  would 
be  glad  to  bid  15  shillings  for  both  the  boots  and  the  I.O.U.  but 
he  was  afraid  that  they  were  not  his  s ize ,( thinking  all  the  time 
that  they  were  Hughs  boots  and  never  dreaming  they  were  his  own). 
j»red  then  asked  him  if  he  would  give  the  15  shillings  if  the  boots 
fitted  him.  Murphy  said  "Yes"  and  began  to  try  them  on.  Why  he 
didn’t  recognize  his  own  boots  I  don’t  know,  but  he  gave  Major 
Shiell  the  money  to  hold  until  he  had  a  "try  on."  He  then  pulled 
one  on  and  after  complaining  that  they  were  "too  damned  tight"  he 
said  he  would  take  them.  Major  Shiell  then  paid  the  money  over  to 
Hugh  and  Murphy,  not  even  yet  suspecting,  came  over  to  us  and  told 
us  that  he  had  made  a  damned  good  buy,  as  the  boots  he  had  just 
purchased  were  much  better  in  every  way  than  his  own.  He  then 
asked  us  if  we  would  sell  his  old  boots  for  him,  which  we  agreed  to 
do  on  the  50-50  terms.  So  then  Murphy  requested  me  to  take  his 


r  04  n-  be.  n*  ei  j 

Unu  to/;-.  io  9r<J  b9i>^n*niaci  rani  bait  .elrf  J  r*o®f«cJd  o*/A 

. 

M  9'iaw  ,«b»X.‘08  X.IJ  fails''  IjBJXob  xl  8  >? 

s  rC*  bnB  •  *?  "XXXXr's  51  ict  iaeanoo  boijljtqa  a  leit*  nlslqs  Jr 

» 

.e^rriXXirfe  *  *10^  rise  redlo  ©Kd  Irtyucd  ©*19 

•  *  boll-fio  axf  «uo  u  j*.  a'tXxJr  I*io®q8«  #*i<sin 

•bn; ox  *iol  b»XI*o  nsd4  tons  ebae* 

l£»t  T.  V.C-Tif  J  I  j  fcfc  lS‘":'*0  9ff  |Sdl)10l  F9b  gnl/FOOOd  t.  bL 

ewi  lol  U.O.I  a'ldAsie  ,  IjaloaqS 

* 

XrfqpwM  M  bc^e*  ** 

•  •c-1  *-r-s  bns  sice*  ■  d  ded  icl  asnlllirfa  CX  hief  oi  bsX^  stf 
'  Xtfnir'd  )  ,  ©sia  nlii  ion  9*i©w  Sad*.  bJtaT*©  aaw  9*f 

C«rf-  $rlm*rtb  i©ve rt  frfs©  adcccT  (uf^UR  eto  .  i*rfi 

d  Bdi  ert*}  bljjow  ©n'  ti  mlP  bstisi  n*di  bsi-sr 
.  -}9J  bns  *9*1*  bls9  \dqru*.  .mid  boiiil 

iud  #womf  i*  nob  I  «ioc<f  nwo  altf  ©xlr^oosn  i«nbib 
*.  ®rl  114  ms  bXOff  04  xonom  Mi  IToldB 

*ir  14  bonrrst  oo4"  ©law  \sri4  4sd4  %nl  nisi +wco  led  Is  bn*  nc  ©no 

•r  ■  j  -  tw  •  joi  a:  r  , 

c  1®’  r.  f  i  -  ,'frJ  J®,  r:sti'  v  x  ot  '  ,  -..'V  bn  f-  K 

isut  o*rf  ©r(  sioed  9ifi  as  ,x«<f  boog  borursb  s  eb*m  b£d  ©r  i*x£i  au 
#nxo  aid  nsdf  >£**  \rsrb  nl  relied  dovrn  brew  baafirfoiuq 

•  o-'Iri  lot  sioocf  bio  aid  Ilea  blue  ',  ©w  IX  gu  b©>8* 

• 

.  '.  r  & 


newly  bought  boots  to  his  room  and  bring  his  old  ones  out  for  the 
sale,  I  agreed  and  picking  up  the  boots  beat  it  out  the  door, 
ran  around  the  building  once  and  returned  with  the  same  boots* 

Murphy  thought  they  were  his  old  pair  so  Fred  put  them  up  for  sale, 
Hugh  Murray  proved  to  be  the  only  bidder  and  his  best  was  only 
5  shillings,  but  Murphy  refused  to  sell  out  at  that  price  so  the 
sale  ended.  Murphy  then  left  the  mess  with  the  boots  under 
his  arm  and  Brewers  I.O,U,  in  his  pocket,  well  satisfied  with  his 
nights  purchases.  Then  we  told  the  rest  of  the  boys  the  joke 
and  lordy  how  they  yelled.  About  five  minutes later  Murphy  returned, 
his  face  working  white  then  red  by  turns.  All  he  said  was  "Gentlemen 
the  drinks  are  on  me,  and  if  ever  I  want  any  phoney  law  business 
done  1*11  go  to  Grant,  Malone  &  Co.", 

So  there  you  are  --  everyone  is  satisfied  except  Murphy.  Hugh 
got  15  shillings  for  a  worthless  X.O.U,.  The  Merry  Sunshine  Circle's 
wrath  is  appeased  and  the  firm  of  Grant,  Malone  &  Co.  has  gained 
quite  a  reputation  as  well  as  their  counsel  fees. 

Well  this  ie  all  until  the  next  time. 

With  best  love  to  you  and  Father,  and  hoping  you  are  both 
well.  God  Bless  You. 

Your  loving  son, 


"Gerald, " 
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Wit ley  Camp, 


Surrey,  Feb.  5th,  1917. 

Dear  Father:- 

It  is  pretty  late  but, as  the  Canadian  mail  closes  first  thing 
in  the  morning, I  feel  I  must  get  busy  and  tear  off  the  few  odd  lines 
to  you  to  let  you  know  how  things  are  going  with  us  all. 

This  afternoon  Colonel  Miller,  Stoney,  Lester  and  myself  dared 
the  wintry  weather  (there  is  over  an  inch  of  snow  now  on  the  ground 
and  cold  as  the  dickens)  and  continued  our  Revolver  Training.  The 
training  is  supposed  to  be  progressive  but  1*11  be  darned  if  I  found 
it  so.  We  stuck  a  target  up  and  blazed  about  forty  rounds  of 
ammunition  at  it.  If  the  Colonel  hadn’t  been  present  we  could  have 
kept  the  target  for  another  practice,  as  it  would  practically  have 
been  untouched.  TheColonel  spilt  the  beans  however,  and  made  a  fairly 
decent  score,  but  the  rest  of  us  might  just  as  well  have  been  shooting 
snipe  with  a  pop  gun.  We  were  rotten. 

To-morrow  --  unless  it  is  so  late  now  that  to-day  is  to-morrow. 
And  if  it  is  already  to-morrow  --  then  to-day  nearly  all  the  officers 
of  the  battalion  start  in  on  a  six  days  course  of  instruction  at 
Headquarters,  in  preparation  for  collective  training.  Up  to  the 
present  time  we  have  done  nothing  but  individual  training,  but 
shortly  we  are  to  start  Brigade  and  Divisional  Trainings  in  Company 
with  other  battalions.  Then  I  think  our  work  will  be  much  more 
in teres  ting. 

The  weather  has  been  quite  cold  lately,  which  has  been  quite  a 
welcome  change,  and  now  the  ground  is  all  covered  with  snow  and  it 
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looks  quite  like  old  times  back  home.  I  dare  say  that  to-morrow  or 
the  next  day  will  bring  a  thaw  or  fog, and  then  our  pretty  scenery 
will  look  like  a  piece  of  cheese. 

We  have  just  heard  that  the  States  have  broken  off  diplomatic 
relations  with  Germany.  We  dont  take  an  awful  lot  of  stock  in  any 
of  these  yarns  since  the  results  of  the  Presidential  elections. 
Another  reason  is  that  we  all  doubt  very  much  whether  those  same 
Americans  have  enough  guts  to  give  up  their  soft  money  making 
position  and  risk  the  possibility  of  a  decent  scrap.  Well  I 
suppose  its  their  own  affair  and  they  will  deal  with  it  according 
to  their  lights,  but  I  certainly  thank  heaven  I'm  not  one  of  them. 

I  have  lost  my  old  batman  Bill  Adams ,  who  was  boarded  by  the 
M.O.  and  is  being  sent  back  to  Canada  as  medically  unfit.  Most 
likely  he  will  arrive  in  Toronto  even  before  this  letter  arrives, 
and  he  told  me  he  would  be  sure  to  drop  in  to  the  office  and  see 
you  just  as  soon  as  he  arrived.  He  is  quite  happy  to  get  back 
to  his  v/ife,  but  certainly  hated,  to  leave  his  son  with  our  battalion. 
Bill  certainly  is  a  funny  old  card.  His  former  occupation, and  the 
one  he  will  return  to,  is  that  of  Picture  Dealer  in  John  Britnells. 
Stoney  and  I  hated  to  lose  him  but  we  realized  that  it  would  be 
criminal  to  keep  him  with  us, as  he  is  too  old  and  would  have 
croaked  sure  if  he  had  had  to  go  over  to  Prance.  He  says  he  will 
call  on  you  and  give  you  all  the  news,  so  if  he  hasn't  arrived  yet 
you  can  expect  to  see  him  almost  any  day. 

How  are  you  and  Mother  keeping.  I  sincerely  hope  you  are 
both  7/ell,  and  that  the  Atlantic  City  Plumber  has  fixed  Mother 
up  so  that  there  will  be  no  more  Murphy  Gas  escaping. 
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With  all  sorts  of  love  to  you  both. 

Good,  night  and  God  Bless  "¥ou. 

Your  loving  son, 

’’Gerald 

So  glad  to  hear  that  Frank  is  going  to  live  in 
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Mytchett  Camp, 


Feb.  19th,  1917. 

Dear  Father: - 

As  you  will  notice, I  am  hanging  my  hat  in  this  Camp  for  the 
next  week  or  so, while  the  forty  men  I  brought  up  from  Witley 
complete  their  Musketry  on  the  ranges.  This  is  purely  and  simply 
a  Musketry  Camp  where  the  units,  detailed  to  fire,  live  until  the 
course  is  completed  and  then  we  all  beat  it  back  to  our  own 
battalions.  At  the  present  time  there  are  detachments  from  six 
different  Witley  Battalions  consisting  of  about  500  men  all  told. 

Of  course  each  detachment  live  in  huts  all  by  themselves,  have 
their  own  cooks  and  their  own  rules  and  regulations,  as  well  as  the 
Camp  Standing  Orders.  The  Commandant  of  the  Camp  and  his  staff, 
together  with  the  Range  Officers,  are  the  only  permanent  residents 
of  the  place.  The  rest  of  us  finish  our  work  and  then  make  room 
for  the  next  Musketry  party  that  happens  to  come  along. 

Aldershot  is  only  two  miles  away, and  the  trains  run  so 
regularly  that  we  can  get  down  to  see  a  show  whenever  we  want  to, 
which  all  helps  to  pass  the  time. 

We  haven't  had  much  luck  with  our  shooting  so  far  for  Various 
reasons.  We  came  here  last  Thursday  and  have  only  fired  two  days 
since  on  account  of  fog.  It  has  been  so  foggy  all  day  to-day  that 
it  is  quite  impossible  to  see  the  targets  at  100  yards,  so  we  have 
been  sitting  around  Camp  all  day  reading.  The  mist  will  cause  us 
a  great  deal  of  delay,  but  we  got  quite  a  shock  a  few  minutes  ago 
when  we  heard  that  nearly  half  the  party  doing  duty  in  the  butts 
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are  now  quarantined  for  "Mumps".  That  means  a  whole  lot  more 
delay,  and  as  the  course  is  supposed  to  he  for  10  days  we  will 
consider  ourselves  lucky  if  we  finish  under  18  or  20. 

Yesterday  afternoon  Doc  Maclachlan,  Stoney  and  Brad  Snow 
motored  up  and  brought  me  your  very  welcome  letter  of  the  30th 
January,  together  with  a  number  of  clippings  which  I  intend  to 
read  to-night. 

I  was  glad  to  hear  that  you  and  Mother  were  feeling  your 
oats  and  that  everything  was  going  along  fine. 

How  is  old  Whatley?  Has  he  been  fired  lately,  or  does  he 
still  hover  around  as  usual  with  his  same  old  dew  drop? 

I  am  going  to  quit  now  as  there  is  nothing  new  to  tell 
you.  ¥o  more  dox^e  on  the  5th  Division  either,  only  I  understand 
Garnet  Hughes  has  taken  Gen.  Leckies  place  as  G.O.G.  and  is  going 
to  inspect  our  battalions  to-day. 

With  best  love,  and  God  Bless  you  both. 

Your  loving  son, 


"Gerald, " 


Wi tley  Camp , 


Pel).  11th,  1917. 

Dear  Father 

Many  happy  returns  of  the  day,  and  may  this  day  he  the  beginning 
of  all  the  good  luck  and  health  coming  your  way  for  a  great  number 
of  years  to  come  yet. 

I  must  thank  you  for  your  cablegram.  It  was  certainly  very  kind 
of  you  indeed.  I  received  it  on  my  birthday  and  it  was  the  next 
thing  to  seeing  you  all.  I  also  received  letters  from  Mother  and 
yourself,  together  with  a  draft  for  three  pounds.  The  draft  came 
in  fine,  although  I  couldn*t  get  to  the  Village  in  time  to  buy 
champagne  for  the  occasion,  I  bought  drinks  all  around  for  everyone 
in  at  the  mess  dinner  we  were  holding  on  Saturday  night,  so  all 
the  boys  drank  my  health,  etc.  Then  I  told  them  there  was  still  lots 
of  money  left  out  of  your  draft  so  they  all  rose  to  the  occasion 
like  true  Scots  and  had  another  drink.  In  fact  we  had  a  nice  little 
birthday  party. 

Mothers  cake  arrived  via  Mrs.  Scott  just  about  an  hour  before 
the  dinner  so  we  all  ate  that  too,  and  believe  me  it  was  great  cake. 
It  was  awfully  good  of  you  both  to  remember  me  as  you  did, and  I  can 
certainly  tell  you  I  am  the  best  looked  after  young  man,  as  far  as 
parents  are  concerned* than  any  one  else  in  the  battalion,  some  day 
I  hope  to  be  able  in  some  small  way  to  attempt  to  repay  you  both. 

There  has  been  very  little  doing  here  lately.  The  long  expected 
thaw  set  in  yesterday  and  by  to-day  is  going  great  guns.  Any  little 
snow  we  ever  had  has  now  disappeared  and  the  cold  spell  is  over  for 
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another  year.  Everyone  claims  that  the  hack  of  the  winter  is  now 
broken  and  from  now  on  we  must  expect  all  sorts  of  rain  and  mist.  It 
is  getting  pretty  muddy  outside,  which  no  doubt  will  he  a  whole  lot 
worse  shortly,  hut  wre  should  worry. 

Marcel  has  asked  Doc.  Lougheed  and  myself  up  to  his  place  for  tea 
to-night,  so  I’ll  have  to  he  stopping  now  in  order  to  get  dressed. 

In  an  hour  you  can  just  imagine  me  juggling  a  dish  of  tea  on  one 
knee  and  a  hath  hun  on  the  other  and  pretending  I’m  having  a  whale 
of  a  time. 

With  all  sorts  of  good  wishes  and  best  love  to  you  both,  and 
God  Bless  You. 

I  am, 

Your  loving  son, 


’’Gerald,  ” 


My t c  he 1 1  C  amp , 


February  25th,  1917. 

My  Dear  Mother:- 

This  happens  to  he  Sunday  morning,  and  since  it  is  raining  cats 
and  dogs,  we  are  enjoying  a  holiday  for  it  is  quite  impossible  to 
do  any  shooting  on  such  a  day.  If  to-morrow  is  anyways  decent 
however,  we  have  every  hopes  of  finishing  the  course  in  the  morning, 
and  then  immediately  after  the  men  get  their  dinner, we  will  pack 
up  and  hoof  it  back  to  Witley,an.d  hope  to  be  there  in  time  for  supper. 
How  I  am  ever  going  to  make  some  of  the  old  crocks  walk  that  14  miles 
I  don’t  know.  There  are  quite  a  few  members  of  the  party  who  belong 
to  our  Sanitary  Police ,  Mess  Orderlies,  etc,  who  have  never  had  a 
route  march  of  any  description  since  leaving  Canada,  and  the  march 
down  here  about  ten  days  ago  certainly  produced  an  awful  flock  of 
cripples.  They  have  been,  limping  all  over  the  place  since  we  arrived, 
and  if  they  ever  survive  the  march  home  they  will  parade  sick  for 
the  next  month. 

We  have  had  a  lot  of  fun  however  on  our  little  party,  for  we 
have  been  firing  at  the  ranges  every  day,  and  every  night  the  men 
go  into  Aldershot  and  spend  their  money  (which  is  something  they 
can't  do  at  witley) ,  and  if  they  have  none  of  their  own  they  spend 
somebody’s  anyway,  myself  included,  for  I  have  been  their  steady 
meal  ticket  since  we  arrived,  so  I  thank  heaven  we  will  be  getting 
out  to-morrow  and  having  a  pay  day  in  a  couple  of  days.  But  this  is 
one  of  the  privileges  that  an  officer  conducting  any  such  pa.rty  as 
this  has. 


I  haven’t  heard  from  home  this  week, hut  I  was  talking  to 
the  Orderly  Room  over  the  'phone  the  other  clay, and  they  told  me  to 
hurry  hack  as  there  was  enough  mail  for  me  in  the  mess  to  sink 
a  battleship.  So  its  me  for  it  as  soon  as  I  arrive. 

The  weather  has  been  pretty  rainy  of  late,  hut  not  a  hit  cold 
and.  more  like  April  weather  at  home,  not  a  sign  of  snow  hut  plenty 
of  mud  and  pea  soup  all  over  the  ground  to  make  up  for  it. 

How  are  you  both  keeping?  I  am  feeling  fine,  except  when  I 
have  to  get  up  early  in  the  mornings  and  that  never  did  appeal  to 
me  very  much,  hut  outside  of  that  all  is  O.E. 

Best  love  to  both  you  and  Bather.  I'll  write  just  after 
we  arrive  hack  in  Witley  and  let  you  know  about  our  journey. 

God  Bless  You. 

Your  loving  son, 


"Gerald, " 


Witley  Camp, 


March  4th,  1917. 

Dear  Father: - 

Its  Sunday  afternoon  and  everyone  is  busy.  There  are  a  hunch 
of  the  hoys  just  outside  the  hut  playing  base  ball,  some  are  in  the 
room  playing  chess,  others  are  reading  and  a  few  are  writing  letters. 
All  the  **Bm  Company  Officers  have  got  out  horses  and  have  gone  for  a. 
ride  to  look  over  some  ground  for  their  Companys  Manoeuvres  to¬ 
morrow  night.  So  you  see  everyone  is  busy  and  you  wouldn't  dream 
of  thinking  that  we  are  not  enjoying  ourselves. 

I  arrived  back  at  Witley  on  Tuesday,  shortly  after  noon,  with 
my  Musketry  Party  and  I  can  tell  you  that  the  majority  were  very  glad 
to  be  back  after  their  14  mile  march.  The  Pioneers  we  had  on  our 
party,  and  other  such  members  of  the  battalion  who  never  go  out  on 
route  marches,  were  pretty  well  all  in,  but  the  rest  of  us  never 
turned  a  hair  although  we  went  the  distance  in  heavy  marching  order 
and  only  took  a  shade  under  four  hours. 

I  found  that  quite  a  few  changes  had  been  made  during  my  absence, 
which  proved  rather  interesting.  Firstly,  the  battalion  had  all 
gotten  back  to  kilts  for  the  first  time  since  last  December,  end  its 
really  startling  what  a  vast  improvement  it  makes  in.  the  appearance 
and  the  general  improvement  in  all  ways  in  the  men.  They  certainly 
do  love  the  kilt.  As  soon  as  my  party  were  dismissed  everyone, 
without  a  single  exception,  all  tore  to  their  huts  to  put  on  their 
kilts.  Tbe  men  all  certainly  look  at  their  best  now. 

The  next  change  I  noticed  was  that  Captain  Murphy  (formerly  our 
Adjutant)  was  now  in  command  of  "B"  Company  as  Major  G-rubbe  had 
severely  sprained  his  ankle  one  night  by  jumping  into  one  of  the 
trenches.  As  he  is  liable  to  be  laid  up  for  six  weeks  or  more,  Murphy 
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has  temporarily  taken  over  his  job,  while  Frank  Boss  is  acting  as 
Adjutant.  Major  Allan  is  away  at  Aldershot  taking  a  Senior  Officers 

Course,  which  is  liable  to  last  for  another  month,  so  Major  Shiell 

who  had  ”D **  Company  is  acting  as  the  Senior  Major, and  John  Young 
who  was  second  in  command  has  got  the  Company,  while  Geoff  Heyworth 
one  of  the  subs,  is  acting  as  second  in  command.  It  is  all  quite 

a  shake  up  but  I  presume  things  will  revert  to  their  normal  state 

when  Major  Allan  and  Major  Grubb e  return  to  the  battalion. 

We  have  been  having  lovely  spring  weather  lately,  which  has 
had  the  effect  of  getting  everyone  out  of  their  shells  and  working 
to  get  their  old  soup  bones  in  shape  for  the  approaching  baseball 
season.  Baseballs  were  flying  around  everywhere,  and  everywhere  men 
and  officers  alike  are  complaining  of  "Charley  horse".  However, 
yesterday  afternoon  Corporal  Lapitina  (fine  Scotch  name)  of  "D"  Company 
challenged  us  to  do  combat  with  his  pets.  We  took  him  on  but  they 
walloped  the  life  out  of  us  8-2.  It  certainly  did  remind  us  of  Niagara 
Camp  when  we  used  to  play  nearly  every  evening  last  summer,  and  the 
boys  certainly  did  have  a  good  time  kidding  us  because  v*re  couldn't 
sting  the  old  pill  in  the  same  manner  as  made  us  famous  last  summer. 

But  with  a  little  practice  we'll  get  our  batting  eyes  back,  and  when 
our  scheduled  games  start  I  think  we'll  be  able  to  look  after  our¬ 
selves  again  this  season. 

The  battalion  football  team  have  been  going  great  guns  all 
winter  and  have  cleaned  up  on  everything  within  miles.  The  boys 
have  a  splendid  record  ,  in  that  they  have  never  lost  a  game,  although 
they  were  tied  once  with  the  95th  Battalion  at  Exhibition  Camp  last 
spring.  Since  coming  over  here  they  have  taken  on  all  comers  and  have 


won  the  championships  of  both  Bramshott  and  Witley  Camps,  and  are  now 


entered  in  the  football  tournament  for  the  championship  of  the 
Aldershot  Command,  which  is  the  largest  in  area  of  all  England.  So 
we  are  hound  to  see  some  excitement  before  long. 

Major  General  Garnet  Hughes  is  ,  as  you  know,  now  the  G.O.C. 

5th  Canadian  Division,  which  is  no  longer  a  training  but  a  mobile 
division,  and  is  deemed  certain  by  all  the  authorities  will  proceed 
over  to  France  as  such,  but  when  — ’the  lord  only  knows.  We  have 
received  most  of  our  overseas  equipment  now,  including  Lee  Enfield 
Rifles,  Webb  Equipment,  English  made  boots,  all  our  Transport  and 
Medical  Supplies.  In  fact,  I  think  we  have  everything  except  our 
Steel  Helmets,  which  no  doubt  will  come  along  very  shortly.  A 
number  of  the  other  battalions  are  similarly  situated,  but  there 
are  none  as  fortunate  as  ourselves,  in  that  we  are  entirely  free  from 
contagious  diseases,  while  nearly  every  other  battalion  in  camp  has 
either  one  or  two  and  in  some  cases  more  huts  quarrantined  for  either 
Mumps  or  Measles.  Our  men  have  escaped  remarkably  well.  We  have 
to  my  knowledge  only  had  one  hut  quarrantined  since  arriving  in 
England,  and  that  was  some  time  ago  when  one  man  developed  a  case  of 
Measles.  However.it  stopped  there  and  we  haven't  been  bothered 
since,  while  the  battalions  all  around  us  have  been  having  the  time 
of  their  lives.  That  is  the  reason  why  the  123rd  and  the  124th  are 
still  in  Camp.  They  haven't  been  able  yet  to  get  away. 

When  I  got  hack  from  Mytchett  I  found  all  sorts  of  letters,  clipping 
magazines,  socks,  shirts,  candy,  handkerchiefs,  etc.,  awaiting  me. 

Some  of  Mothers  and  your  letters  were  dated  about  the  middle  of 
January,  while  others  were  dated  nearer  a  whole  month  later,  and 
they  all  arrived  together.  The  mails  are  not  all  that  they  are 
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cracked,  up  to  be,  but  as  long  as  everything  arrives  safely  we  should 
worry.  Your  clippings  are  as  interesting  as  ever  and  are  a  great  boon 
around  the  mess,  and  there  is  always  a  great  demand  for  "Mext  on 
that  Popular".  The  other  boys  get  weekly  papers,  etc,  the  same  as 
I  do  but  they  all  come  to  me  for  reading  matter  when  theirs  is  all 
done . 

Both  Mothers  and  your  letters  were  splendid,  and  I  tell  you  it 
is  fine  to  get  them  so  regularly,  and  to  know  that  you  are  both 
feeling  so  well.  There  is  one  thing  I  can't  understand  however, 
and  that  is  that  you  say  Archdeacon  Cody  has  never  received  my  letter 
thanking  them  all  for  their  Christmas  box.  I  wrote  to  Mrs.  Cody  very 
shortly  after  receiving  same.  As  for  Doctor  Young,  I  wrote  either  to 
him  or  Mrs.  Young  some  time  ago,  which  I  am  sure  they  must  have 
received,  nevertheless  ,  I  intend  to  write  them  again  very  soon. 

I  must  admit  I  have  the  devils  own  job  trying  to  keep  up  with  my 
correspondence  because  at  times  I  forget  who  the  sam  hill  has 
written  Die.  However,  I'll  have  to  do  better  in  future  or  else  I 
plainly  see  I'll  get  my  head  in  a  sling. 

I  tell  you  I  was  more  than  pleased  to  hear  of  Jimmie  Blackeys 
good  fortune,  captaincy  and  then  Military  Cross.  That  is  certainly 
travelling  some  and  I  haven't  a  doubt  on  earth  that  he  is  just  the 
boy  that  deserves  everything  that  is  coming  to  him.  I  was  terribly 
sorry  I  didn't  see  him  when  he  came  to  England,  but  I'm  afraid 
Hume  Crawford  must  have  been  having  a  pipe  dream  when  he  said  I  was 
in  Scotland,  for  I  haven't  been  out  of  Witley  Camp,  with  the 
exception  of  my  two  weeks  jaunt  to  Mytchett,  since  the  4th  of  last 
December.  I , naturally, haven 5 1  seen  Jimmie  Ryrie  for  some  time,  but 


I  received  a  letter  from  him  not  long  ago  and  was  terribly 
surprised  to  discover  that  his  affair  with  Mary  Bond  had  become 
a  thing  of  the  past.  What  happened  I  don't  know,  but  the  Ryrie- 
Bond  event  that  I  had  counted  on  is  all  off. 

With  all  sorts  of  love  to  both  Mother  and  yourself,  and 
God  Bless  You. 

Your  loving  son,- 

"Gerald" , 

P.S. 

Tell  Mother  the  Salt  Water  Taffy  and  the  Laura  Seconds  were  great, 
to  say  nothing  of  the  «ocks  and.  shirts. 

"G" 


! 


Witley  Gamp, 


Surrey,  March  8th,  1917. 

Dear  Mother: - 

I  think  I  told  you  in  my  last  letter  about  the  safe  arrival  of 
your  different  parcels  including  socks,  shirts,  etc.  They  all  fit 
fine  and  couldn't  he  a  hit  better.  In  fact  those  socks  are  great 
things,  for  up  to  date  I  have  never  had  even  a  hole  in  any  one  of  them, 
even  after  a  long  route  inarch  and  that  is  going  some, believe  me,  for 
I  remember  my  favorite  stunt  used  to  be  to  run  two  or  three  toes 
through  every  sock  I  ever  wore  before  I  started  in  on  the  home  made 
ones.  The  shirts  were  all  right  too  and  came  .just  about  the  time 
they  were  needed  most.  Also  those  candies  were  a  great  treat  and 
didn't  last  very  long.  They  were  too  good. 

I  also  told  you  that  the  battalion  had  gone  back  to  kilts.  Well 
so  we  did.  Then  of  course  the  thermometer  immediately  did  a  Brodie 
and  jumped  dOY/n  to  somewhere  in  the  vicinity  of  zero,  and  so  we  have 
been  shaking  for  the  drinks  for  the  last  three  or  four  days.  Beli®v® 
me  this  is  where  those  mits  of  Maurice's  came  in  mighty  handy,  for  I 
have  been  wearing  them  and  was  mighty  thankful  for  them,  as  kid  gloves 
may  look  all  right  but  they  are  no  darn  good  to  keep  out  the  cold. 

We  have  now  got  any  number  of  horses  in  our  stable,  and  a  great 
excitement  prevails  every  day  we  pull  off  a  route  march,  for  that 
is  the  day  when  all  the  senior  officers  have  to  mount  their  trusty 
steeds  and  lead  the  procession.  Our  Company  Commanders  look  all  right 
when  they  have  to  walk  like  the  rest  of  us,  but  oh  gee  —  you  should 
see  them  mounted.  They  aren't  exactly  what  you  could  call  expert 
horsemen.  Everyone  of  them  scrambled  for  the  quietest  looking  skate 
in  the  crowd,  and  the  deader  the  plug  the  better  pleased  they  are. 
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Phil  Boyd  has  chosen  a  Clydesdale,  and  believe  me,  they  are  two  of 
a  kind.  He  is  absolutely  the  punkest  rider  I  ever  saw  in  my  life. 
And  in  addition  to  that  he  is  very  nervous,  so  when  he  climbed 
aboard  old  "Be  Thankful"  the  other  day,  with  the  aid  of  two  grooms 
and  the  Company  Sergeant  Major,  he  went  as  pale  as  a  ghost,  to  the 
great  delight  of  his  men  who  were  making  all  sorts  of  side  bets 
amongst  themselves  as  to  how  long  the  Major  would  last.  However, 
outside  of  being  so  excited  that  he  forgot  to  give  any  commands, 

(or  else  he  was  frightened  of  scaring  the  horse  if  he  did)  he  got 
along  pretty  well.  The  other  Company  Commanders  are  not  quite  as 
bad  but  still  punk  enough  to  give  us  all  a  good  many  laughs. 

Doc  Maclachlan,  as  the  Machine  Cun  Officer  (and  being  a  junior 
got  last  choice)  has  a  dog  that  hates  to  leave  the  stable.  The 
other  day  he  loaned  it  to  me  so  that  I  could  give  it  a  good  work 
out.  I  was  quite  ignorant  of  the  beasts  capabilities  at  the  time 
so  I  got  in  on  the  deal  with  my  eyes  shut.  The  stunts  I  put  up  on 
that  nag  didn't  take  long  to  stage  in  actual  time,  but  each  will  go 
down  in  the  history  of  the  battalion.  A  groom  brought  the  thing 
out  and  before  I  knew  where  I  was  I  awoke  to  find  myself  sitting  on 
the  saddle  with  the  horse . fox- trotting  and  dipping  and  doing  all  the 
other  stunts  which  form  a  part  of  organized  dancing.  Doc  hit  the 
thing  over  the  seat  of  its  pants  with  the  best  part  of  a  pine  tree, 
which  caused  the  thing  to  sit  down  on  its  back  side  right  in  the 
middle  of  bhe  road  and  gaze  about  in  bewilderment.  It  only  sat 
that  way  for  about  twenty  seconds  then  it  gave  a  horse  laugh, 
scrambled  to  its  feet  and  then  dug  for  the  stables  around  a  couple 
of  huts  at  a  speed  that  would  make  Mearns  envious.  It  got  to  the 


stable  "but  was  immediately  chased  out  hy  the  Transport  Officer, 

(don’t  forget  poor  innocent  me  on  its  hack  all  this  time).  This 
time  it  went  around  in  circles  until  I  got  dizzy,  and  then  suddenly 
made  a  mad  dash  through  a  barbed  wire  fence.  Heedless  to  say  that 
took  some  of  the  pep  out  of  it,  but  at  the  same  time  I  didn’t  feel 
exactly  as  comfortable  as  sitting  in  a  1914  Cadillac,  but  by  the 
Grace  of  God  I  managed  to  stick  on  by  hanging  on  to  the  saddle  with 
my  lefthand  and  the  root  of  the  horses  tail  with  my  right.  After  that 
I  had  a  nice  little  ride, hut  when  I  got  back  to  the  stable  the  horse 
looked  as  though  it  had  been  through  the  retreat  from  Mons »  for  it 
was  bleeding  like  a  stuck  pig  where  it  had.  hit  the  fence.  However , 

I  was  kind  of  glad  when  the  exhibition  was  over,  but  it  was  good 
while  it  lasted. 

well  I've  got  to  trot  along  now  as  we  all  have  to  go  out  and 

do  a  night  march  in  a  few  minutes. 

! 

Everyone  is  in  good  health  and  enjoying  themselves,  and  I  have 
every  hope  of  going  down  to  London  to-morrow  night  and  spend  the 
week  end  with  Mrs.  Scott  and  the  girls. 

Good  night,  and  God  Bless  both  you  and  Mather.  Hoping  you 
are  both  well. 


’’Gerald", 


Your  loving  son, 


. 
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Witley  Camp, 


March  12th,  1917. 

My  Dear  Mother: - 

I  hear  that  the  mail  doesn't  go  out  until  Thursday  so  this 
letter  is  going  to  he  written  more  or  less  in  instalments.  I  thought 
that  I  had  better  begin  it  to-night  and  tell  you  the  news  from  London 
before  I  forget,  for  it  was  just  this  morning  we  returned  from  one 
of  the  best  week  end  parties  I' we  had  for  a  long  long  time.  It  all 
started  last  Friday  when  Stoney,  Doc  and  myself  all  got  leave  together 
and  caught  the  two  o'clock  train  for  London.  It  was  an  awful  slow 
train  (not  any  faster  than  the  Sutton  Flyer)  but  we  didn't  care  for 
the  main  thing  was  to  get  out  of  Witley,  and  a  train  ride  even  looked 
good  to  us.  We  got  into  Waterloo  Station  about  five  o'clock  and 
taxied  to  the  Picadilly  Hotel,  where  we  got  a  whole  blooming  suite 
of  rooms  and  with  enough  spare  space  to  accomodate  a  platoon.  We 
had  dinner  at  the  hotel,  which  was  some  meal  (that  to  what  there  was 
of  it)  for  you  know  the  restrictions  now  in  force  are  such  that  an 
officer  in  uniform  can  only  spend  5/6  in  any  public  place  for  a  dinner. 
It  certainly  is  tough  when  you  can't  get  people  to  take  your  money 
especially  in  this  country.  However,  we  managed  to  do  fairly  well 
and  padded  out  most  of  the  corners  under  our  vests  without  too  much 
trouble,  and  then  feeling  quite  contented  with  the  world,  we  went 
to  a  show  called  "Young  England".  Say  if  that  show  ever  hits  Toronto 
and  you  feel  that  you  need  a  good  sleep  go  to  it.  It  was  a  darn 
light  opera  according  to  the  programme , and  we  watched  the  plot 
unravel  for  about  twenty  minutes  without  batting  an  eyelash,  but  when 
Queen  Elizabeth  and  Sir  Francis  Drake  began  wrestling  with  a  couple 
of  other  bums  over  a  song  about  the  Spanish  Main  I  lost  interest 
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and  turned  over  on  my  back  and  fell  asleep,  quite  content  that  the 

Spaniards  would  not  be  able  to  stand  the  strain.  I  didn’t  hear  any 

more  until  Doc  gave  me  a  kick  about  half  an  hour  later  and  said  , 

"For  Gods  sake  lel:s  go  home”.  We  got  out  then  just  as  the  Villan 

done  a  Brodie  and  Queen  Elizabeth  was  counting  him  out.  We  then 
went  back  to  the  Hotel,  and  to  bed  for  a  well  earned  nights  sleep. 
Saturday  morning  we  awoke  about  half  past  nine  and  had  our  breakfast 
in  bed,  and  believe  me  it  was  some  breakfast.  Everything  from  grape 
fruit  down  to  coffee,  without  a  slip  except  when  one  of  my  fried 
eggs  got  away  from  me  and  went  for  a  little  cruise  along  the  floor. 

I  then  rang  up  Mrs.  Scott  and  found  out  that  she  and  Horn  were 

coming  down  town  to  do  some  shopping, so  Stoney  and  I  hustled  into 

our  clothes  and  hopped  into  a  taxi  and  called  for  them.  We  dropped 
them  at  some  store  and  then  we  did  some  shopping  of  our  own,  as  I 
had  to  buy  a  few  things  such  as  an  Electric  Torch,  a  Holster  for  my 
revolver  and  a  few  other  little  things.  Stoney  insisted  on  me 
buying  a  holster  for  I  have  been  in  the  habit  of  keeping  my  gun  in 
one  of  his  socks,  (just  like  Father  used  to  do  with  that  blunder- 
bus  of  his),  and  just  because  it  had  worn  a  few  holes  in  his  socks 
he  was  peevish.  He  is  quite  unreasonable  at  such  times.  After  we 
had  bought  our  junk  we  picked  up  Mrs.  Scott  and  Horn  again  and  then 
drove  to  the  Cecil,  where  Jessie  is  now  working.  (The  Royal  Naval 
Air  Service  have  taken  over  that  Hotel  and  are  using  it  for  Officers). 

We  got  Lady  Jess,  who  is  actually  crazier  than  ever,  and  we  all  had 

lunch  at  the  Picadilly  Grill.  That  was  one  of  the  funniest  meals 
of  the  century.  The  five  of  us  got  a  table  in  one  corner  of  the 
room,  and  the  row  Jessie  and  Norm  made  was  immense.  Jess  was 
wound  up  and  she  talked  like  a  blue  streak  with  Norm  trailing  her 
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hard,  and  Mrs.  Scott  filled  in  the  dull  moments.  Some  lively  gang 
all  right. 

According  to  those  same  fool  food  restrictions,  we  couldn't 
spend  more  than  3/6  for  lunch  per  person,  hut  as  this  only  applied 
to  Stoney  and  myself,  we  got  Mrs.  Scott  to  order  our  meal  for  us. 

Then  we  could  eat  as  much  as  we  liked.  In  this  way  we  got  a  decent 
lunch.  During  the  meal  we  ordered  some  kind  of  a  drink,  I  forget 
what  they  called  it,  hut  it  was  full  of  oranges,  lemons,  apples,  etc, 
hut  I'll  take  my  oath  there  was  nothing  intoxicating  ’Shout  it  at  all. 
Norm  didn't  like  it  so  reniged  and  told  Mrs.  Scott  she  would  get 
drunk  if  she  wasn't  careful.  We  all  laughed  at  her  and  dug  right  in. 
Mrs.  Scott  got  outside  of  a  couple  of  glasses  and  then  her  imagination 
began  to  work  at  top  speed,  just  like  some  person  else  I  know.  Her 
face  got  as  red  as  a  beet  and  her  eyes  began  sparkling  and  she 
whispered  to  me  that  she  was  afraid  she  was  drunk.  She  then  explained 
her  symptoms,  which  as  near  as  I  could  judge  were  as  follows 

1.  Cold  shivers  playing  tag  up  and  down  her  spine. 

2.  Quite  a  shaking  feeling  in  the  vicinity  of  the  knees. 

3.  Slight  dizziness. 

4.  Hot  and  cold  all  over  in  turns. 

5.  A  thousand  others  which  I  can't  remember.  Then  --  Oh  lord,  she 
began  to  laugh.  Well  she  giggled  and  laughed  and  cackled  and  got  as 
red  as  blazes,  and  between  spasms  she  told  me  she  wished  she  was  home 
so  that  she  could  stretch  herself  out  on  the  sofa  for  she  was  dead  sure 
she  was  pie-eyed.  Then  to  make  matters  worse  Jessie  got  the  habit 

and  between  the  two  of  them  I  thought  we  would  all  get  pinched  for  sure. 
Rhubarb  wine  wasn't  in  it  for  a  moment  with  this  party.  I  thought 
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I’d  have  to  hire  a  derrick  to  get  those  two  people  home.  It  is  quite 
possible  that  you  may  be  able  to  appreciate  the  situation  far  better 
than  I  can  tell  you  about  it.  I  told  Mrs.  Scott  "Thank  Heaven 
Mother  isn't  here  or  I'd  be  Court  Martialed  at  the  very  least". 

It  was  some  dinner  believe  me, and  we  got  them  outside  and  into  a 
taxi  as  quick  as  we  could.  They  all  were  effervescent  so  we  got 
them  home  and.  left  them  for  a  while  to  recover  at  their  leisure. 
Stoney  and  I  then  went  back  to  the  Hotel  and  picked  up  Doc  Maclachlan. 
and  Jifcmiie  Ryrie  ,  Af  ter  dinner  the  four  of  us  went  back  and  took  the 
whole  gang  to  see  Harry  Lauder.  Well  to  make  a  long  story  short, 

Mrs.  Scott  got  going  again  and  had  the  whole  seven  of  us  laughing 
our  heads  off.  Harry  Lauder  was  funny  but  didn't  have  a  darn  thing 
on  her.  Jessie  would  make  things  ten  times  worse  by  leaning  over  and 
saying  "Carrie,  I'm  ashamed  of  you".  Then  away  they  would  all  go 
again.  How  I  ever  lived  through  that  preformance  I  don't  know  but 

;•  I 

my  stomach  is  sore  yet  from  laughing.  After  the  show  we  all  piled 
into  a  taxi  and  went  back  to  Queensbo rough  Road,  where  we  all  sat 
around  talking  and  laughing  until  two  o'clock,  and  then  someone 
noticed  the  time  so  we  made  a  quick  get  away. 

Sunday  morning  at  least  was  a  day  of  .rest  for  the  four  of  us, 
slept  all  the  time  except  when  it  was  time  to  eat.  We  had  both 
breakfast  and  dinner  in  bed  and  then  about  three  o'clock  got  up. 

Then  of  course  we  all  went  back  to  Sco  its  and  played  billiards  until 
dinner  time,  we  all  had  dinner  with  them  and  played,  more  billiards 
afterwards,  while  quite  a  gallery  of  admir.ing(?)  English  men  and 
women  looked  on  in  horrified  silence. 

I'm  afraid  the  average  English  person  will  never  understand 
the  Canadians.  They  certainly  di d  amuse  us  anyway ,  and  for  their 
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special  benefit,  we  pulled  off  a  few  extra  stunts  to  make  them 
thoroughly  disgusted.  Doc  brought  things  to  a  climax  when  he  lay 
on  his  belly  on  the  table  with  his  feet  waving  in  the  air  and  made 
a  shot.  One  old  hen  couldn't  stand  that, and  turning  to  some  blooming 
cockney  she  said  in  an  undertone  to  some  Sparrow  beside  her,  "Such 
foreigners".  Stoney  ??as  the  only  one  of  us  that  got  it  and  when 
he  told  us  we  had  a  good  laugh.  I  guess  it  was  coming  to  us  all 
right. 

Tuesday  13th. 

I  had  to  quit  early  last  night  and  get  to  bed  for  we  all  had 
to  be  up  at  5.30  and  attend  a  Muster  Parade,  and  then  go  out  to 
Hankley  Common  for  the  rest  of  the  day,  where  we  staged  a  pitched 
battle  ’with  "C"  Company.  However,  I  was  telling  you  about  London. 
Well  after  our  burlesque  game  of  billiards  the  whole  gang  of  us  went 
to  the  Movies  and  saw  "Mrs.  Wiggs  of  the  Cabbage  Patch",  a  picture 
I  saw  at  the  strand  nearly  three  years  ago.  Oh  yes,  the  Movies 
are  certainly  up  to  date  over  here.  As  a  rule  they  are  pretty 
punk  and  not  in  the  same  class  as  ours  at  home.  Well  after  the 
Movies  we  went  back  to  the  house  where  Jessie  excelled  herself  in 
telling  our  fortunes  and  performing  may  other  such  stunts  for  us. 

It  was  just  half  past  one  when  we  left, and  they  practically  had  to 
drive  us  out  so  that  they  could  get  to  bed.  We  had  such  a  good  time 
v/e  all  hated  to  leave,  and  especially  so,  as  we  had  to  get  up  at 
6.30  next  morning  and  catch  the  train  back  to  camp. 

It  was  a  real  holiday, and  a  continuous  round  of  pleasure  from 
start  to  finish,  and  the  best  I  think  I  ever  had.  I  sure  hated  to 
come  back  to  work,  believe  me. 


;pver  since,  we  have  been  dashing  madly  up  and  down  the  Commons 
staging  sham  battles  etc,  etc,  and  killing  time  as  best  we  possibly 
can.  To-morrow,  however,  I  am  off  to  Mytchett  Ranges  conducting 
a  small  Musketry  party,  and  I'm  rather  glad  for  it  will  be  a  change, 
and  I'll  be  able  to  do  a  little  shooting  for  the  day.  After  to¬ 
morrow  though,  I'll  be  back  at  the  old  stand  with  the  Company. 

Row  I  think  I'll  draw  this, the  longest  letter  I  ever  wrote  in  my  life, 
to  a  close,  at  least  for  to-night  anyway. 

Wednesday,  14th. 

Well  to-night  we  had  a  very  nice  little  concert  over  at  the 
Mens  Mess  Room.  It  is  the  custom  of  a  number  of  ladies  to  visit  the 
different  Military  Camps  and  give  the  men  a  lit  ole  treat.  Every  week 
they  stage  a  little  party  in  one  of  the  Y.M.C.A.  huts,  hut  to-night 
they  came  over  to  us  and  sang  to  the  men.  They  sang  awfully  well  at 
that,  and  the  men  v/ere  all  greatly  pleased,  hut  it  did  sound  pretty 
funny  to  hear  them  fighting  their  way  through  American  Rag  Time  stuff 

s. 

with  their  decidedly  English  accent.  It  didn't  seem  quite  natural 
somehow. 


AS  the  mail  closes  to-morrow  morning,  I  think  I'll  come  to  a 
close  now  as  I  have  told  you  all  the  news  anyway.  I  hope  you  and  Paw 
are  enjoying  good  health  and  not  working  too  hard. 

Pte  Faultless  came  up  to  me  the  other  day  and  informed  me  with  a 
grin  from  ear  to  ear  that  "My  Missus  was  conversing  with  your  ma  at 
the  knit  tin  club  the  other  day".  If  she  is  as  bad  as  her  husband  she 
certainly  must  he  nutty. 

I 'm  ^one  now.  With  very  best  love,  and  God  Bless  you  both. 

Your  loving  son, 

"Gerald, " 


Witley  Camp, 


March  19th,  1917. 

My  Dear  Father ;- 

The  German  subs  must  be  playing  the  dickens  for  there  hasn't 
been  a  Canadian  Mail  in  this  part  of  the  world  for  over  three  weeks, 
but  our  Chaplain  tells  us  that  there  is  a  big  mail  expected  in  Camp 
to-morrow  morning.  I  suppose  the  thing  is  working  both  ways  and  you 
are  receiving  no  more  news  from  us  than  we  are  from  you.  But  for 
heavens  sake  if  you  don't  hear  from  me  don't  begin  worrying  but  just 
put  the  blame  on  the  subs,  for  you  can  bet  that  I'll  write  at  least 
every  week  and  more  when  I  get  the  chance,  also  the  minute  I  start 
for  France  you  can  rest  assured  I'll  cable  you  (when  that  time  will  be 
I  don't  know  for  we  don't  know  whether  it  will  be  this  year  or  next. 

Not  the  least  bit  of  information  on  the  subject  is  available.) 

We  have  been  having  glorious  weather  lately  and  it  makes  every 
one  of  us  get  out  and  dance  around  for  joy.  We  have  started  playing 
baseball,  football  and  every  o bher  game  known  in  sportsdom. 

The  officers  all  got  out  and  worked  hard  for  a  few  hours  the  other 

day  getting  their  wings  into  shape  and  felt  so  good  that  a  challange 

was  sent  in  to  the  men  right  away.  The  next  day  the  game  was  staged 

and  before  it  was  over  we  all  had  to  admit  that  we  weren't-®-  nearly 

as  good  as  we  had  thought.  Heedless  to  say  we  gob  skun  11-3.  We 

discovered  afterwards  chat  the  men  had  been  working  out  for  the  last 

in 

two  weeks  and  were/p  ret  by  fair  shape.  That  is  the  time  they  slipped 
it  over  us  all  right.  We  were  so  rotten  that  even  Jim  McCaffery 
wouldn't  have  allowed  us  to  carry  water  bo  his  hired  help. 

The  sergeants  also  walloped  us  at  Soccer  yesterday  so  you  see  it 
has  been  a  very  bad  week  for  us.  If  we  don't  show  a  little  class  soon 
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the  buglers  will  challange  us  to  a  game  of  marbles  for  keeps. 

We  have  received  a  number  of  supernumerary  officers  lately 
from  the  120th  and  the  173rd  Battalions,  which  were  broken  up  a  short 
time  ago.  Both  these  Battalions  come  from  Hamilton  and  were  over 
at  Niagara  with  us  last  summer.  The  120th  were  recruited  from  the 
13th  Regiment  and  the  173rd  from  the  91st  Highlanders.  They  are 
certainly  a  good  lot  of  boys  and  have  helped  liven  things  up 
wonderfully  around  our  mess.  Its  not  likely  you  would  know  any  of 
them  but  they  are  Wilkins,  Matheson,  Colquhoun,  Dunn,  Skeddon, 

Wat tarn  and  Crawford.  We  heard  that  they  were  good  ball  players  so 
naturally  welcomed  them  with  open  arms.  They  will  plug  up  the  holes 
in  that  infield  of  ours,  I  hope. 

We  were  outside  -our  mess  the  other  night  tossing  the  ball 
around  when  someone  yelled  at  me  from  the  road,  and  there  stood 
Abe  Macabe.  I  was  awfully  surprised  to  see  him  and  we  had  quite  a 
long  chat.  He  is  coming  up  for  dinner  some  of  these  nights  with  us, 
as  he  is  liable  to  be  located  here  in  Witley  for  some  little  time. 

You  remember  Travis,  well  he  is  living  right  next  door  to  us 
and  I  see  him  quite  often.  He  is  now  with  a  Machine  Gun  Company 
and  hopes  to  get  over  with  the  famous  5th  Division.  H©  is  looking 
as  welljas  ever, and  was  inquiring  after  both  you  and  Mother. 

Our  Company,  if  all  goes  well,  will  start  out  to-morrow 
morning  for  a  three  days  march  around  the  country  side,  billeting  in 
Villages  as  we  go  along.  We  ought  to  have  a  lot  of  fun  on  the  trip 
and  I'm  certainly  looking  forward  to  it.  However,  its  raining  like 
the  very  dickens  just  novf  and  if  it  keeps  up,  it  might  interfere 
with  our  plans. 


* 


How  are  you  and.  Mother  keeping,  and  is  Frank  definitely 
located  in  Hamilton  yet.  Hoping  to  get  some  news  from  you  in 
to-morrows  mail,  and  getting  all  the  news. 

With  love,  and  God  Bless  you  Both. 

Your  loving  son, 


"Gerald, w 


Witley  Camp 

March  25th.,  1917 

Dear  Father: - 

Things  have  been  happening  all  of  a  sudden  in  this  sleepy  old  camp. 

In  fact  everty  thing  has  been  coming  so  fast  these  last  few  days 

that  I  hardly  know  where  I'm  standing.  Mow  the  first  thing  I  must 

talk  about  is  the  arrival  of  Canadian  mail  last  Thursday  when  the  mail  for 

me  alone  nearly  broke  the  Postman's  back.  There?  were  letters  from 

you  dated  the  13th  19th  21st  27th  of  February  &  the  lst5  of  March 

also  letters  from  Mother  dated  the  13th  16th  &  27th  February  also 

also  a  large  parcel  containing  two  pairs  of  beautiful  socks  and  a 

big  tin  of  maple  sugar  which  certainly  tasted  good.  Besides  all  this 

there  were  four  packages  of  clippings,  tws  bundles  of  Star  Weeklies 

&  Sunday  Worlds  &  about  five  thousand  Globes.  So  you  can  quite  easily 

imagine  that  it  has  kept  me  humping  in  all  my  spare  time  reading 

my  correspondence  Sr  Toronto  news. 

In  one  of  your  letters  I  notice  much  to  my  astonishment  that  Mr. 

Wright  has  never  received  word  that  his  cake  arrived  0  K.  I  wrote 
him  quite  a  long  letter  shortly  after  receiving  same  and  in  it 
Expressed  my  thanks  &  told  him  all  the  news  of  Whitley.  I  was 
quite  surprised  to  hear  that  he  had  not  received  that  letter  I 
can't  understand  it.  However  at  my  earliest  I  will  write  him  again 
&  explain  all 

Mow  about  that  watercolour  picture  of  Maurice.  There  evidently 
seems  to  be  quite  a  mistake  about  that  picture  Sc  I  feel  that  it 
should  be  rectified  at  once.  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  I  am  not  the 
person. to  receive  thanks  from  Mother  Sc  yourself  for  all  the 
thoughtfulness  Sc  thanks  are  due  to  a  much  more  thoughtful  person 
than  yours  truly.  Mrs.  qcott  is  that  person.  She  had  the  picture 
made  &  went  to  all  the  trouble  about  it.  She  showed  it  it  to  me 


when  I  was  in  town  &  I’m  sorry  to  say  that  that  is  all  I  had  to 
do  with  it. 

Mrs.  Scott  is  the  one  that  dipped  down  into  her  .jeans  &  sent  it  on 
to  Mother. 

You  were  also  enquiring  about  your  two  drafts  namely  for  ^3  &  £5.  I 
told  you  in  a  former  letter  about  the  three  pounds  arriving  just 
in  time  &  how  I  bought  the  drinks  for  the  house  with  it  on  my 
birthday.  I  daresay  that  that  letter  had  not  been  received  by  you 
when  you  wrote  me.  Yes  indeed  we  had  a  blow  out  with  it  &  it  looked 
like  a  plugged  nickle  when  we  were  finished.  The  £5  draft  just 
arrived  on  Thursday  when  I  corralled  most  of  the  mail  &  was  enclosed 
in  your  letter  of  the  19th  of  February.  Many  thanks  for  same  although 
I  don’t  deserve  it  but  one  thing  I  promise  you  is  that  if  I  ever 

get  the  chance  I'll  spend  every  cent  of  it  on  Mrs.  Scott  as  a 

slight  token  of  Mother's  &  your  esteem  for  all  her  goodness  to  us  all. 

Now  don't  worry  about  me  running  short  of  money.  I  get  all  I  need 
&  more  than  I  can  ever  spend  around  Witley.  Whenever  I  discouver 
that  I'm  getting  too  far  ahead  of  the  game  I  have  to  go  to  town 
for  a  week  end  to  get  square  with  myself. 

I  was  more  than  amused  to  hear  that  the  Battalion  had  something  in  store  for 
Hume  Crav/ford  &  that  he  had  qualified  for  his  Field  Officers  cer¬ 
tificate.  It  certainly  was  news  to  me.  What  actually  did  happen 
was  that  Hume  was  sent  to  a  course  at  the  Canadian  Military  School 
at  Shorncliffe  for  10  weeks  for  the  very  simple  reason  that  he 
was  the  one  that  could  be  spared  at  that  time  more  than  any  of  the 

rest  of  us.  As  for  the  qualifications  its  all  rot.  That  course  no 

more  gave  F  0's  qualifications  than  I  did  to  your  grandmother ' s 
ducks.  It  was  most  amusing  to  hear  how  such  a  story  can  get  twisted 
around.  I  have  kept  the  joke  to  myself  so  no  harm  will  he  done. 

I  was  glad  to  hear  of  the  good  time  you  had  at  Zetland  with  the 
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gang  from  New  York.  It  certainly  made  good  reading. 

Now  I  think  I  have  an  awe  red  most  of  the  things  you  wanted  to  know 
so  I’ll  tell  you  what  we  have  been  doing  this  last  week.  On  Tues¬ 
day  our  Company  took  a  ten  mils  hike  to  Fernhurst  in  Sussex  after 
fighting  our  way  all  day  against  one  of  the  other  companies.  We 
started  at  8  in  the  morning  and  arrived  at  our  destination  all  over 
three  counties  Surrey  Hampshire  &  ^ussex  chasing  ,rB”  Company  out 
of  its  numerous  positions  &  as  we  were  in  heavy  marching  order 
(tin.  hats  8r  all)  8c  the  day  was  rather  warm  we  were  a  pretty  tired  hunch  wh 
we  pulled  into  the  village  finally. 

vernhurs t  is  a  typical  English  village  with  its  one  main  road  runn¬ 
ing  between  white  stone  walls  at  the  approaches  &  its  village  green  op¬ 
posite  the  pub.  8r  a  little  farther  down  the  street  was  the  village 
Hall  &  qchool  House.  Throw  in  a  couple  of  dozen  little  houses  with 
all  this  &  have  the  Surrounding  country  about  from  600  to  200  above 
the  level  8c  then  you  have  Eernhurst. 

As  we  mar  ched  down  the  hill  to  the  Village  the  darn  place  which 
looked  like  Sleepy  Hollow  from  the  distance  suddenly  sprang  to  life 
8r  about  150  or  200  kids  charged  up  the  road  yelling  the  it  heads  off. 

They  certainly  gave  us  a  yoyal  welcome  but  the  older  people  were 
slightly  different.  While  th  kids  yelled  themselves  hoarse  they 
rang  up  the  Provost  Mar  shal  at  Bramshott  8c  prayed  for  Police  protection, 
as  a  lot  of  Highlanders  had  come  accidently  intended  staying  for 
a  while.  This  seemed  strange  to  us  but  we  discove  red  later  that  a 
battalion  of  the  Gordons  had  billeted  there  for  four  months  early 
in  the  war  &  so  the  inhabitants  were  just  a  little  frightened  of 
our  appearance.  0ur  kilts  8c  dress  must  have  stirred  up  pleasant 
recollections,  we  took  the  Village  hall  &  billeted  two  platoons  there. 
Another  v/ent  to  the  Vicars  gymnasium  (down  a  few  hack  alleys)  & 
fourth  stayed  in  the  barn  behind  the  Pub.  The  Transport  were  the 
lucky  ones  for  they  drew  the  barns  on  some  lords  Estate. 


The  Transport  consisting  of  three  General  Service  Waggons  &  a  water 
cart  "brought  all  our  grub  &  the  cooks  "built  an  oven  on  the  Village 
Green  so  you  see  we  were  set9  After  the  men  had  had  a  good  supper 
we  went  to  our  quartera  at  the  "Spread  Eagle  Inn  "  when  we  got 
three  double  beds  &  a  private  room  where  we  sat  &  ate.  It  was  an 
inn  that  you  read  about.  Tbe  front  door  opened  into  the  bar.  Im¬ 
mediately  to  the  left  was  the  Tap  Room  which  boasted  of  partitioned 
off  nooks  all  abound  w"1  ile  at  the  end  of  the  room  the  most  immense 
fireplace  I  have  ever  seen.  With  the  fire  going  full  blast  there 
were  two  benches  which  could  hold  four  people  on  either  side  of  the 
fire  8c.  right  in  the  chimney  itself.  It  was  certainly  a  quaint  old 
place.  The  bed  rooms  were  situated  upstairs.  It  kept  us  guessing 
for  a  long  time  how  to  get  up  to  our  rooms  but  we  finally  located 
the  stairs  immediately  behind,  the  bar  itself  so  that  every  time 
you  came  down  starts  you  would  find  yourself  standing  right  behind 

y 

the  bar  .  It  was  funny.  Once  you  got  upstairs  you  were  all  right  ex¬ 
cept  that  the  floorhad  a  decided  cant  towards  the  barnyard  &  it 
was  quite  impossible  to  walk  along  the  corridor  in  the  usual  way  or 

else  you  would  bump  your  head  on  the  sloping  roof.  The  place  must 
have  been  a  couple  of  hundred  years  old  8c  I  swear  the  whole  shooting 
match  was  almost  ready  to  topple  over. 

Our  private  dining  room  was  down  stairs  adjoining  the  bar  with  a 
door  opening  right  on  the  main  street.  Here  we  were  very  comdor- 
table  as  they  fed  us  in  good  old  English  fashion  &  had  a  roaring 
grate  fire  in  the  same  room.  As  we  ate  our  pipers  marched  up  &  down 
the  street  in  front  of  our  door  &  helped  us  digest  our  meals,  gome 
Class  all  right  to  our  "A"  company  mess . 

We  had  a  lovely  stay  there  for  two  days  but  we  hard  &  pulled 

off  a  few  tactical  stunts  much  to  the  joy  of  all  the  kids  who  played 
hookey  from  school  &  followed  us  in  droves.  In  fact  we  could' nt 


appear  on  the  street  at  all  without  stumbling  over  a  hunch  of  them 
who  blocked  our  paths  at  every  chance  &  saluted  us  just  to  see  us 
return  it.  It  certainly  was  a  comical  sight. 

Thursday  morning  we  started  for  Witley  at  6  o’clock  &  were  attacked 
by  another  of  our  companiesat  the  Devils  Punch  Bowl  near  Bramshott 
Sr  after  being  entirely  wiped  out  we  all  beat  it  for  camp  &  arrived 
there  in  time  for  dinner  in  the  middle  of  the  day.  It  was  a  splendid 
two  days  Sc  we  all  enjoyed  the  change  &  had.  quite  the  time  of  our 
young  lives. 

last  night  however  the  real  excitement  happened.  All  afternoon 

Marcel,  John  Miln  Heyworth  Sc.  myself  spent  playing  golf  at  Aldershot 

Slmmand  Golf  Club  Sr  we  had  just  arrived  back  in  ca  mp  when  the  order 

came  out  that  no  one  was  to  leave  camp  until  further  notice.  Also 

* 

all  officers  Sr  men  on  leave  were  to  be  recalled  immediately,  things 
evidently  looked  startling  but  we  sat  tight  awaiting  further  orders. 

> 

At  eight  o’clock  the  orderly  officer  rushed  in  with  the  news  that  we 
were  to  pack  up  our  stuff  immediatlv.  We  all  tore  to  our  rooms  & 
began  chucking  everything  in  sight  into  our  packs  Sc  kit  bags  with 
visions  of  "Prance  on  the  double”  awaiting  us.  we  then  got  word  to  report 

immed iately  at  che  orderley  Boom  so  grabbing  my  pack  (which  contained 
a  blanket  a  waterproof  sheet  Sc  my  raincoat)  my  revolver  Sc  an  Electric 
torch  I  beat  it  over.  We  then  got  instructions  to  get  the  men  .ready. 

After  a  wild  old  scramble  everyone  v/as  finally  ready  including  our 
first  line  transport  we  had  a  battalion  parade.  We  "stood  to"  all 

I  right  but  managed  to  snatch  the  odd  few  winks  of  sleep  with  our 
clothes  all  on.  We  paraded  this  morning  all  packed  up  ready  to  move 
Ijywhe  re  Sc.  were  inspected  by  our  brigadier  Colonel  Embree  D.S.O.  who 
Rooked  us  all  over  Sc  theb  dismissed  a.  Th  mobilization  was  shortly 

afterwards  cance  led  Sr  now  we  have  resumed  normal  conditions  again. 

||  '  ■ 

I  T^e  whole  division  was  in  the  same  box  Sc  we  imagine  that  it  was  only 


. 
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. 
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one  of  those  false  alarms  &  done  only  for  the  purpose  of  seeing 
how  fast  we  could  all  get  ready.  There  was  certainly  lots  of  excitement 
while  the  fun  was  on  &  rumours  were  galore.  Inside  of  ten  minutes 
I  heard  that  we  were  to  proceed  to  the  following  different  places: - 
France,  Mesopotamia  Salonika  Edinburg  Grimsley  (on  the  east  coast) 
and  even  that  we  were  goingback  to  Canada  to  repel  an  enemy  invas¬ 
ion  via  the  States.  After  this  I  believe  nothing. 

Things  have  now  settled  down  again  &  j  Have  hauled  out  my  good 

old  sleeping  bag  again  Sc.  intend  to  sleep  my  blooming  head  off  to-night 

just  to  make  up  for  yesterday. 

To-morrow  we  will  get  our  room  straightened  out  again  &  get  back  to 
Civilization  again.  I  must  quit  as  I’m  so  darn  sleepy  I  can  hardly 
see  &  that  bed  of  mine  is  calling  for  me. 
pith  best  love  to  Mother  Sc  Yourself 
Good-night  Sc  God  bless  you, 

You  re  loving  Son 


"Gerald” 


Crowborough  Sussex 
April  2nd,  1917 


Mr  dear  Mother: - 

You  no  doubt  will  be  surprised  to  hear  that  I  am  residing  in  this 
God  forsaken  hole  &  will  be  for  the  next  two  weeks.  I  was  rather 
surprised  too  but  things  move  fast  in  the  army  at  times,  in  fact 
so  fast  that  some  night  I’ll  go  to  sleep  at  Witley  &  wake  up  in 
Timbuctoo  in  the  morning.  *bout  two  weeks  ago  I  was  warned  by  the 
the  orderley  Room  to  hold  myself  in  readiness  to  proceed  on  a  trench 

4. 

U 

warfare  course  at  Crowborough.  I  heard  no  more  about  it  until  yes¬ 
terday  morning  at  7.15  when  MacGregor  (Doc’s  batman)  woke  me  up  & 
gently  broke  the  news,  that  I  was  to  report  to  Brigade  Head¬ 
quarters  at  8.00  o’clock  curses--  on  Sunday  morning  too  &  me  expect¬ 

ing  to  sleep  in.  Generally  when  Mac  gives  me  a  dig  in  the  ribs  in 
the  mornings  &  tells  me  i3bg  time  to  sha^e  myself  I  tell  him  he's 
batty  for  I  have  another  three  minutes  yet.  But  yesterday  Gee  you 

should  have  seen  me  travel.  I  was  up  &  dressed  &  away  in  no  time 

leaving  Mac  to  pack  up  some  stuff  for  me  &  send  it  along  to  the 
Station  in  the  transport,  11  I  reported  on  time  &  then  5  Officers 
a nd  about  40  men  from  other  battalions  with  myself  hoofed  it  for  the 
station,  We  caught  the  train  &  after  changing  three  times  we  arrived 
in  Crowborough  at  six  o'cloek.  Some  rotten  tiresome  ride  with  only 
one  little  incident  to  cheer  us  up  &  that  was  at  Chap ham 'junction 
where  we  had  to  change  trains  &  wait  two  hours.  We  felt  kind  of 
hungry  at  the  time  so  we  invaded  a  refreshment  counter  &  asked  the  girl 
for  some  coffee.  Unfortunately  she  had  a  slight  impediment  in  her 


speech  due  to  a  cleft  palate,  we  dib'nt  know  what  the  Sam  Kill  she 

was  talking  about  &  after  asking  her  the  same  question  a  couple  of 

times  we  began  to  get  wise  as  to  what  was  the  matter.  She  was  some 

girl  alright  the  men  talked  io  her  for  the  whole  tow  hours  just  to 
hear’  her  talk.  That  was  our  only  excitement. 


. 


■* 
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We  finally  arrived  at  Crowbo rough  which  is  near  nowhere  in  particular 


'  I  don't  know  where it  is  exactly  on  the  map  hub  if  it  is’nt  it  ought  to 

t 

"be  in  the  vicinity  of  Salesbury  Plains  its  so  darn  muddy. 

We  then  had  to  march  4  miles  all  up  hill  to  the  camp  A  of  all  the  muddy 
roads  I  ever  sawe  in  my  life  these  are  the  worst. 

Even  after  arriving  at  the  camp  we  had  a  hard  time  finding  where  the  trench 
warfare  School  was  located  hut  after  wandering  all  over  the  place  we 
:!  found  it  hiding  behind  a  tree. 

j  We  got  our  men  finally  located  in.  their  huts  A  then  we  were  shown,  where 

I 

we  were  to  live.  The  senior  officers  (there  must  be  1000  officers  all  of¬ 
ficers  quartersso  we  sLubalterns  were  all  shot  into  a  hut  and  told  to 

make  ourselves  comfortable,  go  here  we  a re tonight  all  squatting  around 
a  2x4  stove  trying  to  keep  warm.  That  same  stove  was  the  only  furnishings 
supplied,  well  as  you  can  imagine  we  had  more  darn  fun  than  a  picnic 
Sc  I  have'nt  laughedso  much  for  a  long  time.  As  soon  as  our  kits  arrived 
'from  the  station  I  grabbed  my  trusty  sleeping  bagA  bagged  the  place  near¬ 
est  the  stove.  There  are  32  o  f  us  in  the  hut  A  the  last  man  naturally- 

got  the  coldest  spot  in  the  room  for  his  bed.  Believe  me  I  was  mighty 

glad  I  had  that  sleeping  hag  with  me  for  I  spread  it  out  on  tie  floor 
Sc.  after  a  long  song  service  we  crawled  in  A  went  to  sleep.  Borne  of  the 
fellows  had  nothing  but  blankets  A  they  nearley  froze  to  death  before 

I 

|  morning.  It  xmdbi  turned  awfully  cold  during,  the  night  A  snowed  like  the 


■very  dickens.  The  hut  was  rather  draughty  A  the  snow  naturelly  piled  up 
on  the  floor  but  I  slept  on  unconscious  of  all  the  excitement  caused  by 
the  fellows  stirring  up  the  fire  trying  to  thaw  themselves  out.  Some 
class  to  that  bag.  This  morning  it  was  still  snowing  A  pretty  cold  so 
we  hopped  into  our  clothes  pretty  fast  A  beat  it  into  the  officers  mess 


where  there  was  hot  water  where  we  got  shaved  A  washed.  I  luckily  wore 
my  larrigans  to  school  A  I  was  mighty  glad.  We  had  a  short  lecture  A 
then  we  were  taken  out  A  given  a  pick  A  shovel  A  show  a  nice  patch  of 
about  a  mile  away  A  told  to  get  b^rsy.  Say  the  mud  was  a  mile  deep 


* 


We  splashed  through  it  Sc.  then  took  off  our  coats  &  worked  like  navvies. 

The  way  we  gig  ourselves  in  was  a  treat,  day  shovelling  snow  off  the  front 
v/alk  will  he  a  lead  pipe  cinch  for  me  when  I  get  home  &  if  I  can’t  do 
anything  else  iSll  bet  Tommy  Church  will  be  glad  of  such  an  experienced 
c.rain  digger.  I  could  make  some  to  the  wo£>s  look  sick  now* 

The  boys  right  now  have  been  envying  me  on  account  of  my  bed  &  boots  & 
how  much  I  paid  etc  etc  I  tell  you  I'm  living  in  solid  comfort  although 
some  of  the  others  find  the  conditions  a  bit  rocky. 

I  have'nt  an;  note  paper  with  me  Sc  I  even  forgot  to  bring  my  pen  in  the 
rush  so  tkt  is  why  I'm  writing  with  pencil  in  this  message  Book.  I  have 
managed  to  bum  an  envelope  from  a  B  C  officer  Sc,  I'll  borrow  a  pen  to 
address  the  letter  from  some  ne  in  a  few  minutes  &  then  I'll  be  all  set 
when  someone  else  lends  me  a  stamp. 

I  felt  that  I  had  to  drop  you  &  father  a  lot  to-day  &  know  how  you  both 
must  feel.  I  certainly  wish  I  coulo.  have  been  with  you  both, 
gowever  I  hope  when  the  End  of  April  comes  around  next  year  I'll  be  on 
the  job  with  you  both. 

My  very  best  love  to  you  Mother  dear 
Good-nig^t  Sr  God  bless  you 

Your  loving  Son, 


"Gerald" 


* 

1 
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Bri  ge  Hotel 
Tunbridge  ^elis 


Easter  Sunday 

My  Dear  Father:-  April  8th  1917 

After  oui  strenuous  week  at  Cro who rough  digging  trenches  we  are  ab  Tunbridge 
Walls  for  the  week  and  recuperating  Sc  not  taking  baths  at  the  famous  Wells. 

I  asked  a  taxi  driver  to-day  ’where  the  Sam  Hill  the  Wells  were  kept.  He  said 
he  had  only  lived  there  a  few  years  so  could' nt  say  whether  there  really  we  re 
any  wells  in  the  place  or  not.  I  know  I  have ' nt  seen  any  odd  ones  floating 
around  so  I  guess  they  just  call  the  place  Tunbridge  Wells  to  attract  the 
crowd  from  London,  Crowborough  &  other  unenlightened  places. 

The  school  of  Trench  warfare  was  dismissed  yesterday  afternoon  so  we  hired 
a  taxi  &  came  over  here  as  it  is  the  nearest  place  of  any  size.  Xb  is  a  quaint 
old  place  &  if  I  remember  correctly  it  was  the  place  you  came  to  Mr.  Hoskin 
when  you  were  over  here  some  time  ago.  Our  hotel  is  quite  comfortable  &  the 
meals  are  pretty  fair  but  awful  small  owing  to  food  restrictions.  T?ut  the  best 
of  all  is  the  old  bed  upstairs.  When  you  lie  on  it  it  sinks  down  about  *  sbien 
feet  Sr,  you  ought  to  have  seen  me  sleep  last  night.  X  hit  the  feathers  about 
eleven  o'clock  Sc  did'nt  hear  a  sound  until  morning.  I  looked  at  my  watch  and 
as  it  read  only  nine  o'clock  I  got  up  &  took  my  time  dressing  &.got  down  stairs 
about  half  an  hour  later  to  discover  that  it  was  half  past  ten  instead  of 
half  pas  t  nine  for  the  day  light  savings  scheme  had  been  brought  into  effect 
some  time  during  the  night  Sc,  we  had  therefore  lost  a  whole  hour  somewhere, 
^owever  outside  of  beating  us  all  out  of  an  hours  sleep  it  is  certainly  a 
great  system  Sr.  gives  us  daylight  bo  burn.  Of  course  it  is  universal  through¬ 
out  the  whole  country,  which  accounts  for  its  success  Sc  popularity.  At  the 
present  moment  my  watch  reads  half  past  eight  Sr.  it  is  still  daylight.  Last 

night  it  was  pitch  dark  at  the  same  hour. 

|As  I  said  before  bhe  last  week  has  been  rather  more  or  less  strenuous  for  we 
lhave  fallen  from  the  rank  of  officers  Sr,  gentlemen^  to  the  very  ordihary  rank 
of  everyday  common  wops.  Each  morning  they  kick  ms  out  of  bed  at  6.30  and 
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after  snatching  a  "breakfast  we  do  physical  Jerks  for  an  hour  and  then  dtfasr 
picks  Sr.  Shovels  Sc  lug  them  up  a  long  half  mile  hill  to  our  digging  area. 
Then  off  comes  our  coats  Sr  the  dirt  begins  to  fly.  We  keep  this  up  all  day 
with  one  hours  rest  for  lunch  which  is  quite  acceptable  but  all  the  pleasur 
is  taken  out  of  it  by  the  gergeant  Major  who  makes  us  carry  up  some 


corrugat 


ed  iron  sheets  for  ritretting  purposes  after 
fun  since  the  stiffness  in  our  backs  Sc.  arms 


lunch.  However  we  have  a  lot  of 
has  passed  away.  Hut  I  was  cer¬ 


tainly  stiff  for  a  couple  of  days. 

We  only  have  one  more  'week  in  this  place  Sc.  then  I  will  be  beating  it  back 
to  Witly  a  fully  qualified  Trench  Walloper. 

Our  taxi  to  take  us  back  to  Crowborough  has  just  come  to  the  door  so  I 
must  be  on  my  'way. 

With  very  best  love  to  Mother  Sc  Yourself 


God  bless  you 


Your  loving  Son 


"Gerald” 


.4 


Piccadilly  Hotel 


Piccadilly  &  Regent  Street 
London  W. 

April  14,191? 

My  dear  Mother: - 

I  am  just  on  m3r  way  hack  to  the  battalion  from,  my  two  weeks  course  in 
Trench  Digging  at  Crowborough  &  I  am  not  the  lease  bit  sorry  its  all 
over.  They  made  us  work  like  a  bunch  of  navvies  while  we  were  there  for 
over  eight  hours  every  day  with  hardly  a  let  up.  I  know  it  nearly  broke 
their  hearts  to  allow  us  an  hour  for  lunch  each  day  but  they  used  to 
make  up  for  it  in  the  afternoons.  Prom  the  camp  to  our  digging  area  was 
only  about  half  a  mile  hut  the  worst  of  it  was  it  was  up  hill  all  the 
way  I  we  all  had  to  lug  up  picks  &  shovels,  corrugated  iron,  wooden  frames 
barbed  wire  post  &  timber  &  about  a  thousand  other  little  things  for 
our  trenches.  It  certainly  had  the  desired  effect  if  keeping  us  in  good 
condition  was  tie  object.  I  know  the  first  few  times  we  walked  up  that 
hill  loaded  downwith  luggage  I  thought  I’d  croak  but  after  a  few  trips 
I  felt  much  better,  we  then  had  to  dig  a  trench  about  7*  deep  &  put  on 
all  the  trimmings.  I  tell  you  that  manual  labor  is  certainly  great  stuff. 
We  worked  our  blooming  heads  off  ever,,  day  &  beat  it  for  bed  every  night 
right  after  dinner.  How  that  its  all  over  I  feel  fine  &  never  wras  in 
better  condition  in  my  life.  I  swear  the  mess  at  the  school  lost  money. 
They  charged  us  4  shillings  a  day  but  holy  mackeral  from  the  amount  we 
got  away  with  it  should  have  been  4|a  meal  &  then  I'm  sure  they  would 
lose  money,  light  now  I  can  make  a  good  sizea  dinher  look  like  &  piece 

i 

of  cheese?  it  sure  was  a  great  course  &  I  enjoyed  it  immensley  although 
the  weather  was  pretty  punk. 

We  have  been  having  the  darndest  weather  lately.  The  calender  says  it  is 
Spring.  Parliament  says  it  is  Summer  but  it  looks  more  like  Winter  to  me 
We  have  been  having  snow  nearly  every  day  except  for  a  few  when  it  only 
rained.  This  naturelly  made  the  spot  somewhat  muddy  &  I've  thanked  the 
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lord  more  than  once  that  I  had  my  larregans  with  me.  here r  a  wet  foot 
in  two  muddy  &  wet  weeks. 

The  course  finished  at  noon  to-day  fortunately  for  us.  ?e  all  came  to  frown 
(Sr  I'm  staying  hre  at  the  Piccadilly  over  night  &  going  back  to  Witley 
to-morrow  afternoon.  I  have'nt  seen  any  of  the  Scott  gang  as  yet  but  I 
have  tried  twice  to  get  them  on  the  phone  but  they  are  out  some  place  I 
suppose,  slopping  tea  for  this  is  the  hour  for  it.  However  I  intend  to 
call  around  &  give  them  the  once  over  to-night  anyway  &  then  I  suppose 
you  will  all  be  pulled  to  pieces  in  the  course  of  our  customary  gossips 
which  are  the  habits  on  such  occasions. 

Tondon  seems  to  me  to  be  much  quieter  this  time  than  on  former  visits.  There 
don't  seem  to  be  as  many  soldiers  walking  around  the  streets  (although 
heaven  only  knows  there  are  an  awful  lot)  I  guess  leave  from  the  front 
is  pretty  scarce  therse  days  for  they  see-:  to  be  too  husy  taking  tea  wi th 
ivrr.  pritz.  I  certainly  hope  they  keep  the  good  work  up.  what  is  the  news 
from  the  big  town?  I  have'nt  received  any  mail  lately  but  I  expect  there 

i 

will  be  a  big  bunch  for  me  at  Witley  when  I  return  to-morrow  night  I  am 

looking  forward  to  it. 

I  will  stop  just  for  tbe  present  &  get  some  dinner  &  beat  it  out  to 
Scotties.  I  will  continue  this  scrawl  in  a  few  hours. 

Monday  April  16th  Witley 

I  have  just  finished,  my  breakfast  &  have  a  few  minutes  to  spare  before  I 
have  to  go  out  on  parade  so  I  thought  I  had  be  tter  finish  this  letter. 

I  got  quite  a  surprise  Saturday  night  just  after  I  finished  the  first 
chapter  of  this  letter  I  rang  up  the  Scott's  &  discovered  that  Jessie 
was  the  only  one  home,  worm  was  out  of  town  &  tirrs  Scott  had  sailed  for 
Canada.  I  certaihly  was  surprised  to  hear  that  you  may  be  sure  that  if. 

I  had  only  known  I  would  ha^e  run  up  to  town  last  week  end  instead  of 

going  to  Tunbridge  Wells  I  certainly  am  sorry  I  did'nt  get  a  chance  to 
say  good-bye  to  her.  well  a?-  Jessie  was  lonely  I  got  a  taxi  Sr.  drove  out 
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:  &  took  her  to  dinner  at  the  Piccadilly  &  afterwards  to  one  of  the  shows.  We 
|  had  quite  a  good  evening  hut  I  had  an  awful  time  getting  her  home. Taxis 
are  as  scarce  as  gold  pieces  in  London  now  in  the  evenings  so  we  had  to 
push  our  way  into  the  tube  &  &et  home  that  way.  Jessie  said  "You  know  I 
don't  mind  mixing  with  the  common  people  once  in  a  while"  So  we  were  Jake. 

On  returning  to  the  hotel  I  ran  into  Al.  Ramsey  &  spent  all  day  Sunday 
with  him.  In  the  morning  we  walked  through  Hyde  Park  &  saw  the  equestrians 
on  Rotten  Row  &  then  fed  the  swans  in  the  Serpentine  &  watched  a  couple 
of  old  duffers  sailing  toy  sailboats  until  it  was  time  for  lunch.  So  we 
walked  back  to  the  hotel  $  there  I  ran  into  Bob  Sr  Billy  Ball.  Bob  is 
•looking  well  &  gave  me  all  the  news  from  Toronto.  I  was  very  §d  to  see  him, 
jn  the  afternoon  we  strolled  around  town  for  it  was  a  beautiful  spring 
day.  Then  we  took  a  bus  ride  &  finally  took  in  the  movies.  I  left  town 
at  eight  o'  vlock  &  go  t  in  to  camp  about  half  past  ten  bo  find  a  number 
of  papers  Sr  clippings  (March  15th)  as  well  as  Magazines  &  Books  waiting 
for  me.  The  Torchy  book  is  great.  I  read  a  couple  of  chapters  before  I 

■'  '  ,g:7  ■  '  I 

went  to  bed.  Your  parcel  of  socks  underclothes  &  candy  also  arrived  O.K.  but 

! 

your  poor  Charlie  Chaplin  was  somewhat  the  worse  after  his  sea  voyage  but  at  i 
the  present  moment  Stoney  is  operating  on  him  with  a  tack  hammer  trying 

to  fix  him  up. 

I  The  Laura  Secord  candies  were  fire  .  They  only  lasted  a  short  time(Doc 
Laclachlan  has  just  finished  the  last  one.  They  were  too  good  to  keep. 

,To .  I  mus  t  conclude  the  performance. 

'  ' 

With  all  sorts  pf  love  to  both  you  Paws 
kood-Bye  &  ^od  Bless  you 

p  Your  loving  Son 


"Gerald" 


' 


Witley  Camp 


April  23rd.  1917 

Dear  Father: - 

I  have’nt  heard  of  anyone  around  these  parts  getting  any  such  thing  as 
Canadian  Mail  for  the  last  two  weeks  but  we  all  "as  our  ’opes  shortly.  Your 
dog  story  "JTerry"  arrived  safely  &  you  bet  X  enjoyed  it  immensley  as  well  as 
your  Populars ,Munsey  Sr  Everybodys.  I  have  lots  of  reading  matter  anyway. 

We  have  been  having  beautiful  spring  weather  lately  Sr.  we  are  all  getting  sun 
burnt  for  fair.  Every  thing  is  beautiful  just  now  as  the  grass  is  getting 
ve  ry  green  8r  all  the  trees  Sr.  beginning  to  bud. 

Yesterday  afternoon  A1  Ramsay  Sr.  myself  took  a  15  mile  walk  through  the  coun¬ 
try  Sr  enjoyed  every  bit  of  it.  At  a  little  village  called  Puttenham  we 
stopped  to  look  at  an  old  church  about  thousands  of  years  old  when  some  old 
fellow  that  lived  nearby  saw  us  Sr.  invited  us  to  his  house  for  tea.  It  turned 
out  he  was  an  old  Scotchman  and  the  kilts  evidently  caught  his  eyes. But 
when  he  discovered  that  neither  of  us  had  been  born  in  Scotland  he  was  quite 
disappointed  but  when  we  hold  him  our  names  &  that  we  were  of  Irish  descent 
he  nearly  croaked. 

We  are  working  hard  at  present  on  Company  Sc  Battalion  Field  Days  and 
manoevers  Sr  once  a  week  a  Brigade  Route  Mar  ch  as  well  as  Night  work  twice 
a  week.  We  are'  getting  kicked  into  good  shape  and  even  our  General  Garnet 
Hughes  admits  that  the  battalion  is  right  on  the  job.  The  General  himself 
is  evidently  a  hustler  Sc  is  always  liable  to  drop  on  us  whenever  we  happen 
to  be  out  on  the  commons.  He  has  a  habit  of  doing  this  when  least  expected. 
His  staff  is  composed  of  young  men  a  gret  number  who  are  just  as  snappy  as 
himself  so  we  are  certainly  being  well  looked  after.  I  was  amused  to  read 
in  your  last  letter  that  you  had  heard  of  us  going  to  France  on  the  16th  of 
April.  Don't  believe  all  the  rumours  you  hear?  Here  it  is  just  one  'week  later 
Sc  we  are  still  at  old  Witley. 

There  is  evidently  something  in  the  air  however  for  we  are  on  the  verge  of 


move  in  some  direction,  t  don '  t  know  where  the  story  originated  hub  every¬ 
one  in  camp  is  expecting  to  move  to  Canterbury  within  the  next  couple  of 
weeks  to  finish  our  training.  At  the  present  time  there  are  three  or  four 
battalions  in  the  Division  that  are  in  no  condition  whatever  to  take  the 
big  plugge  &  won’t  be  for  another  month  at  least. 

■pjut  when  we  do  go  to  prance  don't  be  afsaid  to  address  any  mail  to  me  cjo 
Army  post  Office.  They  have  a  mighty  good  organization  there  &  there  never 
is  any  delay  in  passing  through  their  hands.  As  a  matter  of  fact  all  military 
mail  bound  for  prance  has  to  go  through  the  army  P.0,  anyway, 
pete  Campbell  of  the  15th  is  now  on  the  14th  Brigade  Staff.  We  hoped  he  would 
land  a  place  in  our  Brigade  (the  13th  )  but  it  could'nt  be  done.  He  comes 
into  our  mess  &  has  lunch  with  us  everyday. 

We  have  had  an  exceptionally  exciting  time  this  last  week.  On  priday  night 
we  feave  a  dance,  the  officers  invited  their  wives  &  friends  &  we  all 

danced  until  three  o’clock  Saturday  morning.  Then  on  Saturday  night  the 
Galic  society  of  London  came  up  &•  gave  our  men  a  concert  &  afterwards  came 
over  to  the  mess  &  gave  us  another  concert.  It  was  some  party.  The  women 
were  anything  but  queens  &  porridge  was  written  across  their  maps  for  fair 
but  by  Gad  they  could  dance  and  sing. 

Well  that  will  be  about  all  for  the  present. 

With  best  love  to  both  yourself  fr  Mother  &  hoping  you  are  both  enjoying  the 

best  of  good  health. 

God  bless  you  both 

Your;-  loving  Spn 


’’Gerald" 


' 


. 


Witloy  C sump  , 


April,  25th  1917 

M J  Dear  Mother:- 

Its  a  tired  A  weary  jest  I  am  this  Bight  for  we  hare  had  a  mighty 
strenuous  day  but  very  enjoyable  t©  say  the  least.  The  whole  of  the 
afternoon  was  given  orer  to  organized  sports  &  the  whole  blooming  batta¬ 
lion  has  been  on  the  jump  helping  the  good  work  along.  We  hare  all  been 
working  pretty  hard  lately  so  far  fear  of  everyone  going  stale  we  in¬ 
tend  to  devote  one  afternoon  every  week  to  atfeeleties  in  some  form  or 
another.  It  is  a  mighty  good  idea  too  for  you  cant  imagine  how  tired 
we  all  get  of  doing  the  same  old  stunts  day  after  day.  Well  this  after¬ 
noon  we  staged  an  atheletie  meet  A  got  the  companies  competing  against 
each  other  in  races,  of  all  sorts.  The  greatest  attractions  however 
proved  to  be  the  old  Scotch  event  "Tossing  the  Caber”  &  the  tug  of  War. 
The  yelling  that  went  up  in  both  these  events  brought  all  sorts  ©f  spec¬ 
tators  from  both  Brigade  &  divisional  Headquarters  to  the  spot  to  see 
the  fun.  The  officers  put  a  team  into  the  tug  or  war  but  did'nt  last 
very  long  as  the  gents  from  the  transport  section  just  picked  the  rope 
up  and  walked  across  the  field  with  it  while  our  fellows  hung  on  fran¬ 
tically  to  the  other  end  to  the  great  delight  of  the  men  who  invited 
us  to  come  over  to  their  mess  in  future  &  gain  a  little  strength  by  eat¬ 
ing  some  of  the  beans  they  are  so  accustomed  to.  The  sack  race  ?/as  one 
grand  scramble  from  start  t©  finish^  I  Succeeded  in  beating  the  gun  A 
looked  to  be  an  easy  winner  until  my  feet  got  twisted  somehow  or  other 
A  I  tried  to  finish  th  race  on  my  nose.  The  three  legged  race  was  also 
good  but  Brad  Snow  A  I  don't  work  awfully  well  in  double  harness  for 
I  ran  faster  than  he  with  the  result  that  we  ran  more  or  less  in  a 
circle  which  did'nt  get  us  much.  We  all  went  into  two  or  three  other 
events  but  outside  of  scraping  our  knees  &  faces  on  the  ground  &  getting 
as  stiff  as  the  dickens  we  did'nt  get  a  prize.  The  men  beat  everyone  of 
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us  at  ere rythimg.  However  it  was  a  great  day  St.  everyone  seemed  to  enjoy 
it  for  not  only  the  evenstswere  good  "but  the  ©Id  sun  was  working  over¬ 
time  Sc  it  was  just  like  summer  weather* 

This  morning  was  pretty  good  too.  As  our  company  has  to  furnish  all  the 
duties  Sc  fatiques  of  the  “battalion  for  the  week  we  only  could  muster 
19  men  on  parade  out  of  226.  so  Major  Murray  turned  them  over  to  me  to 
keep  them  busy.  We  got  them  started  on  Bayonefc  Fighting  then  Geoff  Marani 
&  I  scouted  around  the  country  for  inspirations.  We  finally  discovered 
the  tug  of  war  rope  in  a  valley  just  behind  headquarters  so  that  looked 
good  to  us.  Major  Murray  had  told  us  t©  d©  anything  we  liked  with  the 
Company  so  long  as  9ea<i<luar'kers  did’nt  catch  us  loafing  so  we  took  him 
at  his  word  without  further  question.  We  issued  the  men  with  gas  helmets 
after  they  had  finished  their  Bayonet  fighting  Sc  made  them  all  get  into 
them.  This  was  done  for  three  readons  first:  as  we  intended  to  have  a 
tug  of  war  contest  between  the  married  Sc  single  men  we  knew  there  would 
naturally  be  an  awful  lot  of  yelling  Sc.  shouting  which  would  bring  some¬ 
one  pouncing  on  us  from  H.Q,.  The  Helmets  prevented  that,  second;  If  any 
Brass  Hat  happened  along  in  tie  middle  of  a  pull  I  could  be  in  a  position 
to  clear  myself  by  pointing  out  that  we  were  merely  getting  used  to  the 
helmets.  They  have  told  us  lots  of  times  that  this  is  very  important 
&  third:  the  wearing  of  gas  helmets  added  a  little  spice  to  the  proceed¬ 
ings  in  that  they  all  looked  the  same  which  complicated  the  choosing  of  the 
sides  considerably.  Well  we  had  more  fun  than  a  picnic.  The  sides  were 
chosen  by  Geoff  on  one  Sc.  myself  on  the  other  side  Sc  the  fun  commenced. 

The  ground  unfortunately  in  the  valley  wa»*nt  exactly  level  which  gave 
the  side  pu  lling  down  hill  a  &ig  advantage  Sc  as  was  to  be  expected  each 
side  won  one  pull. For  the  final  pull  we  pulled  not  in  the  valley  but 
across  the  valley  that  is  with  each  end  of  tie  rope  on  the  side  of  the 
hills  Sc  the  middle  over  the  valley.  My  place  was  right  at  the  front 
so  naturally  when  the  rope  tightened  up  my  feet  came  clear  of  the  ground 


&  I  had  to  hang  on  to  the  rope  away  above  my  head.  Geoff  was  in  the  same 
position  on  the  other  side.  While  we  were  in  this  position  Major  Murray 
strolled  onto  the  scene  to  see  how  the  training  of  his  Company  was  progress¬ 
ing.  Well  he  only  took  one  look  at  this  gang  all  dressed  in  gas  helmets  Sc 
trying  to  pull  each  other  over  the  hills  &  then  laughed  like  the  dickens 
Sc  beat  it  as  quickly  as  possible  so  as  not  to  interfere  with  the  training. 
Finally  after  about  10  minutes  yanking  Sc  sweating  Sc  eursing  Sc  laughing  the 
otfcr  side  pulled  us  down  into  the  valley  Sc  fcaot  we  were  so  all  in  that  we  had 
to  cease  all  training  for  10  minutes  in  order  to  recover  our  wind  Sc  have 
a  smoke.  The  rest  of  the  morning  we  spent  in  tomb  throwing  competitions. 
Taking  all  in  all  we  managed  to  put  in  a  very  interesting  day. 

I  was  delighted  at  noon  to  get  two  letters  from  you  Sc  father  the  one  dated 

at  Toronto  April  3rd.  Sc  the  other  from  Kirkfield  April  6th.  I  was  quite 

a 

surprised  as  I  did’nt  know  you  had  gone  off  for  a  little  holiday.  I  hope 
you  had  a  good  time  Sc  enjoyed  yourselves  needless  to  say  I  was  delighted. 

Well  I  guess  its  the  hay  for  me  now  as  we  have  to  get  up  early  in  the  morning 
Sc  spend  the  whole  day  in  Field  Work. 

With  very  best  love  to  you  both.  Good-night  Sc  God  bless  you 

Tour  loving  Son 


"GFRALB  " 


I 


Wit ley  Camp 


Dear  Mother, - 

This  is  a  complete  list  of  the  men  of  my  platoon  at  the  present  time 
The  names  change  every  once  in  a  while  as  men  sTe  continually  being 
transferred  from  the  platoons  into  the  various  branches  of  the  batt¬ 
alion.  Only  last  week  I  lost  men  to  the  Transport  Section  &  also 
to  Company  Headquarters,  Naturally  they  have  been  taken  off  the 
strength  of  the  platoon.  I  have  only  given  you  the  names  of  the  next 
of  kin  &  their  addresses  of  those  living  in  Toronto.  The  other  men 
all  enlisted  in  Toronto  but  their  families  live  somewhere  else. 

The  few  names  that  Ihave  underlined  are  undoubtedly  the  backbone 
of  the  platoon  and  real  good  men,  especially  Cpl .Evans  &  big  Tim 
Swarbrick.  They  are  both  big  men  both  well  over  6  feet,  great  pals 
enlisted  together,  both  live  on  St.Clair  Ave.  &  used  to  v/ork  in 
conjunction  with  each  other.  Evans  was  a  drover  and  Swarbrick  a 
butcher  s,nd  believe  me  I’d  hate  to  be  the  pig  or  cow  to  be  bled  by 
either  of  them  they  would  do  their  work  well.  And  I  expect  just  as 

much  from  them  when  it  comes  to  sticking  Germans  when  the  time  comes. 
If  you  ever  meet  their  wives  at  the  Knitting  Club  I  think  you  will 

find  they  are  good  stuff  too  if  they  are  at  all  like  their  husbands. 
All  the  other  boys  are  mighty  good  too  &  I’d  hate  like  the  very 
dickens  to  lose  them  from  my  platoon. 

We  have  been  having  a  mighty  busy  time  this  last  week  or  so 
which  hasn’t  left  me  very  much  time  for  letter  writing, as  this  is 
Sunday  afternoon  &  most  of  the  boys  are  either  playing  golf  or  else 
baseball  on  the  grounds  it  is  nice  &  quiet  in  the  mess  so  I  am  now 
getting  in  a  few  good  licks.  We  had  mess  night  on  Wednesday  8c  I 
was  very  much  surprised  to  see  Major  Malone  of  the  l^th  Battalion 
who  at  the  present  time  is  attending  a  Senior  Officers  Course  at 
Aldershot  &  luckily  had  come  up  to  Witley  that  night  to  look  us  over. 

I  was  very  pleased  to  meet  him,  Pete  Campbell  was  also  in  for  dinner 
8c  as  the  Major  said  it  began  to  look  like  a  l$th  Mess  night 
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only  our  pipe  band  was  not  in  it  with  theirs.  We  all  spent  a 
very  enjoyable  evening  &  although  he  and  Pete  couldn’t  tell  me 

anything  about  Maurice  that  I  didn’t  know  already,  they  had 

nothing  but  good  to  say  about  him.  They  both  told  me  all  about 

Col.  Marshall’s  dog,  which  story  I  had  from  Father  in  one  of 

his  former  letters.  They  told  me  that  one  day  Mike  looked  at 

MBrunoM  &  said  ’’Bruno  you  know  you  are  nothing  but  a  poor  dog 

but  I  don’t  see  why  you  shouldn’t  wear  red  tabs  like  a  Staff 

Officer”,  so  he  took  one  of  those  red  garter  knots  &  tied  it 

around  the  dog’s  neck  much  to  every  ones  amusement.  That  red 

tab  stayed  on  Bruno’s  neck  for  over  two  months  afterwards.  Major 

Malone  stayed  all  night  with  us  &  went  back  to  Aldershot  the 

next  morning.  But  it  was  very  little  information  which  he  would 

give  us  'concerning  the  IJjjfth.  He  said  they  were  doing  great 

work  in  France  but  thats  all  he  told  us. 

Thursday  proved  a  pretty  heavy  day  for  us  as  we  had  a 
7  mile  route  march  to  Frenshane  Pond  whe re  we  had  lunch  &  then 
7  miles  back  to  Camp.  The  distance  14  miles  wasn’t  so  bad 
but  as  it  was  a  Brigade  maxch  with  the  four  battalions  taking  part 
the  pace  was  necessarily  much  slower  than  wha.t  we  were  accustomed 
to  which  made  it  pretty  tiresome.  The  worst  feature  however  was 
the  heat.  It  was  hotter  than  blazes  &  as  we  had  to  march  in 
heavy  marching  order,  we  certainly  did  sweat  some.  It  was  also 
pretty  tough  going  on  those  hard  English  roads  &  a  great  number 
of  the  men’s  feet  blistered  up.  To  make  matters  worse  we  got 
orders  at  six  o’clock  that  evening  to  mobolize  at  once  &  hold 
ourselves  in  readiness  to  move  out  of  camp.  After  a  lot  of  cursing 

we  packed  all  our  earthly  gsods  &  chattels  up  &  ’’stood  to"  until 
10.30  P.M.  when  we  were  ordered  back  to  our  huts  to  get  what 
sleep  we  could  before  the  order  to  move  came  along.  We  got  to  bed 


S  t  .  s  :  ..4  . 

' '  *  *  *  *  r  '*•  '*  I :  *  -  3l«.  ;  .  „ 


‘  .  ?  .  . .  „  : 


'  ' 

v  „  ’  . .  ••  A  f  ^ 

o-’  ■  .  *  .  „ 

.'it*  *  i*  *  -  *  *'•'«.'*'•••  »  „  "  ‘k  ' 

...  .  ’  ‘  ’ 

„ 

mf  *  *'  .  ■  •'  r  X.  .\*2  t  y  1-  :*  ?  .  *  - 

~tc*  s*av 


^  ~  r  • ;  V  '  r 

J  .  » 


.  *  *  •/*  *!L'^  '  1  *r  . 


i  *■  ■.*  -  •  *  ■•■  iw%  *sL'  „v.  *Vd*:  *  r  t&rrcr^  *;  , 

r-  "  :  ...  -  s.  .  #  .•*?  ..  *  -j^?  c*  fo*?  *ij. 

*  *  ■  .  *  f  ~  ?  ~  ■  *  **  .  *  - "  *  *■  -  *  *. " 

,  ,  ^  ,  '  i  .  ir  **  '  .'  acl4  n  ©*  _  1 -  .-  •  „* 

■ 

. 

*  f*  ‘  L  1  '  I  Of 

-  .  -  ’  .  *  — .  - 
'  •  -  4  4  „  iff s 

^  :t  f>2rw  ’  *t  ?  :!fh  :  c  ■  'V,.  /  v"  4 

.7  .  j  f  L  *  ‘  *  . 

f 


0  %£  1 

.  T  : 

•  *  4  .rs 

rz.  c*  ^  ..  - 

f  c©- ;•  ;n 

%Ts*$.„&3  l 

*■  sct,  .*r’4'.  .j  'X&6  IT  • 

- 

*  * 

■?;  .  *t 

»♦  r  ^  ^  9 

• 

*  tc 

-3- 

about  11,30  &  at  one  o’clock  word  came  that  we  were  to  leave  camp 
at  four  &  march  to  Guildford  8  miles  away  &  entrain.  Beyond  that 
we  had  no  idea  of  what  we  were  to  do.  However”’ we  got  up  then 
&  attended  the  mens*  breakfast  at  three  o’clock  &  at  four  we 
pulled  out  with  each  officer  &  man  carrying  between  3 5  &  40  lbs. 
on  his  back.  We  were  due  at  the  Railway  Station  at  eight 
o’clock  but  everyone  was  right  on  edge  &  enthusiastic.  We  made 
our  destination  exactly  one  hour  ahead  of  scheduled  time.  Then 
we  sat  on  our  other-ends  for  about  half  an  hour  waiting  to 
entrain  but  contrary  orders  came  along  cancelling  same,  so  we 
were  turned  back  8c  marched  home  again.  It  was  certainly  a  rotten 
march  home  for  the  men’s  good  spirits  had  disappeared  when  "about 
turn"was  given  &  everyone  was  grousing  to  beat  the  band.  Then 
the  sun  came  out  again  &  got  us  "het  up"  &  the  roads  got  hot  8c 
feet  got  sore  &  then  strange  to  say  everyone  began  to  cheer  up 
again.  We  finally  got  to  camp  about  11.30  with  everyone  pretty 
well  all  in.  We  all  tossed  our  packs  off  &  went  straight  to  bed 
&  slept  until  supper  time.  Yesterday  being  Saturday  we  had  an. 
easy  day  which  proved  to  be  a  life-saver  for  we  all  slept  some 
more.  In  the  afternoon  I  felt  so  fine  that  a  few  of  us  went 

down  to  West  Surrey  &  played  two  rounds  of  golf.  It  is  a  beauti¬ 
ful  course  and  as  the  weather  was  fine  we  had  a  good  game  &  after¬ 
wards  a  good  dinner  &  then  walked  back  to  Camp. 

We  ere  having  the  most  glorious  weather  now  you  ever  saw 

in  all  your  life.  It  is  honestly  just  like  June  weather  at  home 
&  naturally  everyone  would  be  awfully  lazy  if  the  Division  would 
only  give  us  the  chance. 

Father  was  asking  in  one  of  his  letters  I  received  yester¬ 
day,  whether  the  Division  would  go  over  to  France  as  a  Unit?  Tell 
him  all  stories  to  the  contrary,  that  its  the  surest  thing  in 
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the  world.  When  we  go  is  another  question,  which  possibly  only 
the  War  Office  can  answer,  but  its  a  dead  cinch  we  will  go  as  a 
Unit.  The  only  thing  we  are  waiting  for  now  is  because  of  the 
backwardness  in  training  of  about  two  baTTa/fi-ons.  Heedless  to 
say  we  are  holding  nobody  up  for  there  is  no  doubt  that  we  are 
absolutely  the  best  trained  in  the  Camp  5c  are  merely  marking 
time  &  waiting  for  the  others  to  catch  up.  Even  Headquarters,  as 
well  as  the  other  battalions,  admit  it,  &  believe  me  when  they 
admit  it  thats  going  some. 

I  received  yesterday  letters  5c  papers  from  both  you  5c 
Father,  dated  April  8th,  9-b,  &  12th,  as  well  as  a  package  of 
your  dandy  socks  5c  laura  Seccrds  5c  handkerchiefs.  Also  Father’s 
box  of  Maple  Sugar  &  some  more  socks  &  a  tin  of  biscuits.  The 
maple  sugar  was  fine  5:  was  a  real  treat  as  I  passed  it  around  in 
the  Mess  5c  the  way  it  disappeared  was  appaling.  Your  socks 
are  absolutely  the  last  word  in  footwear  for  since  actions  speak 
louder  than  words,  I’ll  just  tell  you  that  in  all  the  marching 
I’ve  done  since  I  joined  the  Battalion  a  year  ago  last  February 
I  have  worn  those  socks  5c  never  a  hole  has  appeared  in  any  of 
them  yet  5c  never  a  blister  have  I  had  on  my  feet.  Thats  going 
some  too  5c  I  know  its  all  on  account  of  your  socks.  Many  thanks 
for  them  all.  You  don’t  know  how  good  they  are. 

I  was  sorry  to  hear  of  the  Woodstock  stunt  but  I  figure 
the  least  said  from  me  the  better,. 

Tell  Father  I  received  his  letter  enclosing  Jim  McCaffery’s 
pass  for  the  ball  games  as  well  as  the  handsome  photograph  of 
Hap  Lajoie.  I  am  writing  Jim  to-day  thanking  hirn  for  same. 

Major  Murray,  who  is  sitting  at  the  same  table  now  tearing 
off  a  f ew  letters,  wants  to  know  if  Father  can  get  him  a  job 
on  the  Supreme  Court  Bench  when  he  gets  home  as  he  has  just 
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completed  a  very  strenuous  week  in  the  Court  Martial  Line, 
having  disposed  of  sixteen  cases.  His  official  job  being 
President  &  main  squeeze  of  nearly  all  District  Courts  Martial 
for  the  Division.  I  told  him  he  would  be  better  in  the  Division 
Court  instead  of  Supreme  Court  Bench,  where  he  would  be  given 
all  sorts  of  chance  to  hand  out  snappy  judgments. 

It  ha?  just  come  throu^i  in  orders  that  we  now  don’t 
have  to  use  postage  stamps  on  our  letters.  So  here?  where  I 
save  seme  money  anyway. 

How  I  don’t  think  I  have  any  more  news  for  you,  for  I 
think  I  have  told  ycu  pretty  nearly  everything  worth  knowing. 

I  am  going  strong  &  in  the  best  of  health.  Hoping  both  you 
&  Paw  are  just  the  same. 

With  best  love,&  God  Bless  you  both. 

Your  loving  son, 

"Gerald" 

Witley  Camp 

Surrey . 

May  6th. 191 7. 
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Witley  Camp, 


May  13th, 1917. 


My  dear  Mother, 

I  have  just  returned  from  London  where  I  managed  to  put 
in  the  odd  week  end  quite  successfully  and  quite  needless  to  say 
enjoyed  myself  thoroughly. 

Doc  Maolachlan,  A1  Kamsay  and  myself  got  away  from  Camp 
Saturday  forenoon  and  had  to  get  hack  at  midnight  on  Sunday,  so 
you  see  we  hadn't  much  time  to  spare#  We  went  to  a  show  Saturday 
afternoon  &  had  about  three  meals  between  then  and  eight  o'clock 
when  it  was  time  to  go  to  another  show#  When  we  got  back  to  the 
hotel  we  felt  that  we  had  made  a  pretty  fair  day.  Early  Sunday 
morning  A1  left  us  and  went  to  Cambridge  to  see  Mait  Newman  who 
is  convalescing  after  the  Vimy  Ridge  scrap#  Al  told  us  later 
that  Mait  was  up  &  walking  around  the  xasm  town  &  looking  fine# 

He  is  going  to  run  down  to  Witley  some  time  this  week  to  see  us  all. 
Well  after  we  lost  Al  from  our  party  I  rang  up  Jessie  who  told  me 
to  come  up  and  see  her  immediately  as  she  had  something  to  tell  me. 

I  thought  here  is  where  I  am  going  to  hear  some  scandal  and  I  grabbed 
a  taxii  and  dashed  madly  for  Queensboro  Terrace.  I  finally  arrived 
and  then  I  was  informed  that  she  was  going  to  Church  with  me.  Well 
this  was  news  all  right  but  not  the  kind  I  was  quite  expecting.  To 
make  up  for  my  disappointment  she  informed  me  that  we  were  going  to 
St.  Margarets,  Westminster,  where  all  the  fashionable  weddings  are 
pulled  off#  I  wasn’t  quite  sure  whether  she  had  intnetions  on  me 
or  not  but  I  took  a  chance  and  nothing  came  of  it.  However  we  had 
a  dandy  time.  I  drew  a  perfectly  good  seat  behind  a  big  pillar  and 
was  nearly  going  to  sleep  when  I  discovered  that  she  had  some  Laura 
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Secords  in  her  purse*  I  had  a  great  time  from  then  on  although  the 
show  nearly  bust  up  a  couple  of  times  when  my  mouthed  slipped  a 
couple  of  times  when  I  had  a  ^aura  in  either  cheek  and  the  sound 
that  arose  reminded  me  of  inhaling  soup.  We  stuck  out  the  service 
all  right  and  then  we  caught  the  train  for  Richmond  where  we  had 
our  dinner  on  the  banks  of  the  Thames  and  watched  the  gang  on  the 
river*  It  was  a  beautiful  day  although  a  little  on  the  warm  side 
and  the  number  of  people  punting  rowing  and  paddling  was  something 
fierce*  That  punting  game  was  the  only  one  new  to  me  and  Jessie 
being  game  took  a  chance*  We  hired  one  of  these  young  Island 
ferries  and  started  out*  The  river  was  pretty  crowded  when  we 
started  but  before  we  had  gohe  very  far  everyone  gave  us  a  wide 
berth  for  we  began  to  make  wonderful  speed.  Unfortunately  the 
speed  wasn't  forward  but  around  and  around  in  circles  much  to 
Jessie's  delight  and  every  one  for  miles  about  grinned  their 

i 

blooming  heads  off.  I  got  sore  then  and  took  off  my  tunic  and 
sporran  and  had  another  wallop  at  it  and  after  another  five  minutes 
of  merry-go-round  we  both  got  so  dizzy  I  sat  down  on  the  bac$:  of  the 
boat  (and  incidentally  into  a  pool  of  nice  cool  water)  and  paddled 
the  Hesperus  to  the  other  bank  of  the  river  where  we  got  into  the 
shade  and  rested  after  those  strenuous  exertions.  Jessie  punted  us 
back  to  the  dock  when  it  was  time  to  get  home  and  made  me  look  like 
a  piker  she  did  it  so  easy* 

We  had  tea  and  then  beat  it  for  the  Picadilly  for  dinner* 
All  this  time  I  had  better  explain  where  Norma  was.  She  has  got  a 
new  job  in  addition  to  her  theatrical  stunts  and  that  is  she  goes 
out  to  the  Perkins  Bull  hospital  for  convalescent  Officers  where 
she  dons  a  uniform  for  a  couple  of  days  each  week  and  lends  a  hand 
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around  the  place#  So  she  was  making  herself  useful  while  Jessie 
and  I  were  merrily  making  the  old  Thames  resemble  the  Niagara 
Whirlpool.  So  after  we  had  finished  our  dinner  we  went  out  to 
the  hospital  and  paid  her  a  visit.  I  met  a  number  of  Toronto  boys 
out  there  convalescing  and  quite  a  number  of  Canadian  girls  and 
a  good  time  we  had  until  it  was  time  for  me  to  get  back  to  Waterloo 
Station*  I  met  Mr.  Bull  who  runs  the  place  and  who  said  he  knew 
Father  very  well  and  wished  me  to  send  his  kind  regards  when  next 
I  wrote.  Jessie  and  Norma  as  well  as  Grace  MacPherson,  a  daughter 
of  that  famous  St.  Paul's  tenor,  came  back  to  the  Station  with  me* 

We  certainly  had  a  great  ride  for  we  left  Putney  at  9.35  and  arrived 
at  Waterloo  with  just  one  minute  to  spare  before  my  train  left  at 
10.00.  I  left  them  in  the  taxi!  and  made  a  wild  dash  for  the  train 
and  just  got  on  board  as  it  was  pulling  out.  I  flopped  into  the 
nearest  compartment  right  into  the  arms  of  Al  who  had  evidently 
just  made  the  grade  three  jumps  before  me  as  his  train  from 
Cambridge  had  been  pretty  late. 

Now  I'm  afraid  this  completes  my  news.  We  are  having 
wonderful  weather  and  as  hot  as  August,  the  trees  are  in  full 
bloom  and  everything  is  certainly  looking  beautiful.  This  is 
certainly  some  country  in  Spring  time. 

How  are  you  and  Paw  getting  on?  I  suppose  by  this  time 
you  are  blowing  out  good  automobile  tyres  and  getting  pinched 
regularly  for  speeding.  Never  mind,  Have  a  good  time  and  keep 
healthy. 

Good  night  and  God  bless  you  both.  With  all  sorts  of 

love. 


Your  loving  Son, 


Gerald. 
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Witley  Camp, 
Surrey, 

May  21st  1917 • 


Dear  Father, 

Since  you  last  heard  from  me  rather  a  great  change  has 
taken  place  in  this  old  battalion,  last  Thursday  evening  we 
received  the  very  cheering  news  that  a  draft  of  over 
had  been  called  for  from  the 

of  which  were  to  be  taken  out  of  our  own  battalion.  When  we  got 
this  news  every  one  beat  it  for  the  Orderly  Room  to  see  if  it  was 
correct  and  to  our  sorrow  found  that  it  was  so.  It  just  meant 
that  each  Company  had  to  supply  to  make  up  the  required 

amount  or  in  other  words  as  no  Eon  Commissioned 

Officers  were  allowed  to  be  placed  on  the  list  and  as  few  lewis 
Gunners  as  possible  it  kept  us  pretty  busy  the  remainder  of  the 
evening  submitting  the  different  men’s  names.  Our  whole  Company 
is  naturally  hit  pretty  hard  and  as  an  example  I  will  show  you 
just  what  is  left  of  my  o wn  Platoon.  To  start  with  I  only  had 

and  by  holding  out  me 

all  told.  It  hits  the  whole  battalion  just  the  same 
but  I  think  ”An  &  "C"  Companies  feel  it  worse  than  the  other  two 
because  we  are  sending  away  from  us  the  men  whom  we  originally 
recruited  at  the  Armouries  at  the  biginning  of  last  years  and 
naturally  we  feel  that  we  are  losing  our  best  friends.  But  no 
matter  how  we  Officers  feel  at  losing  our  men  believe  me  I  feel 
sorrier  for  the  poor  Corporals  who  are  not  permitted  to  go  with 
their  friends  and  pals  whom  they  have  lived  with,  slept  with  and 
ate  with  for  the  last  fifteen  months.  I  tell  you  it  is  hitting 
them  pretty  hard.  Every  ksos  U  Com  in  the  Company  paraded  before 
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Major  Murray  and  almost  got  down  on  their  knees  to  get  him  to  allow 
them  to  reduce  and  go  over  with  the  boys.  But  of  course  we  are  all 
in  the  Army  and  it  really  couldn^  be  done  for  our  I  Co's  are  much 
more  valuable  to  us  than  they  would  be  as  Privates  in  another 
battalion. 

Naturally  the  men  chosen  to  go  were  the  happiest  people 
in  England  and  they  were  all  so  tickled  to  death  to  be  getting  into 
the  game  at  last  that  they  were  the  noises t  crowd  I  ever  heard  in 
my  life.  But  by  Friday  when  they  had  to  turn  in  their  Kilts  to 
Quartermaster  Stores  they  seemed  to  lose  an  awful  lot  of  their  pep. 
You  see  they  are  all  going  to  the  3rd  and  19th  Battalions  which 
are  not  Highland  Units  and  the  idea  of  parting  with  the  Kilt  which 
they  had  all  worn  for  so  long  and  were  so  proud  of  and  getting  into 
pants  and  flat  hats  did  not  tend  to  cheer  them  up  an  awful  lot.  We 
let  them  all  keep  their  134th  badges  and  their  glengarries  but  that 
was  all  for  we  have  to  keep  everything  else  for  the  men  coming  in 
to  reinforce  us.  It  is  too  bad  we  couldn't  let  them  keep  their 
Kilts*  Each  man  when  his  name  was  called  out  stepped  forward  with 
his  Highland  garb  over  his  arm  and  put  it  all  in  the  Stores  and 
nearly  every  one  half  grinned  and  putting  the  old  Kilt  down  gently 
said  "Well  good  bye  old  Kilt  here  is  where  we  part".  That  hurt 
worse  than  anything  else.  You  don't  know  how  they  like  that  Kilt. 
They  iwere  all  issued  with  flat  hats  but  they  wont  wear  them  except 
on  parade.  They  are  sticking  to  the  old  Glengarry  to  the  last* 

The  draft  hasn't  gone  out  yet  but  I  expect  it  will  be 
either  tomorrow  or  the  day  after, so  tonight  my  Platoon  are  holding 
a  little  farewell  party  and  I  certainly  must  be  present.  I  have 
handed  out  all  the  socks  Mother  sent  over  for  that  purpose  and  they 
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My  dear  Father 


Wit ley  Gamp, 
Surrey , 

May  17th  1917. 


Major  Murray  received  your  cable  yesterday  morning  and 
after  showing  it  to  me  took  it  in  to  the  Colonel  and  explained 
matters  to  him.  The  Colonel  saw  me  today  and  was  profuse  in  his 
thanks  to  both  you  and  Mother  for  the  gift.  He  is  going  to  write 
you  so  I  wont  tell  you  any  more  about  it  just  now.  However  he  was 
awfully  pleased. 

I  have  some  news  for  you.  Colonel  John  Cooper  and  his 
Buff  battalion  are  now  in  Wit  ley  Camp  and  have  caught  a  place  in 
the  Division.  They  were  very  lucky  and  just  came  at  the  right 
time  for  the  Montreal  Irish  were  a  terrible  lot  and  quite  incapable 
of  holding  down  a  job  in  the  15th  Brigade  so  naturally  they  were 
canned  and  the  198th  were  in  popular  opinion  anyway  the  best  of 
the  late  arrivals  so  they  got  the  place.  We  were  all  glad  to  see 
them  come  as  a  lot  of  the  Officers  and  men  are  known  to  our  bunch 
and  besides  they  make  the  second  Toronto  battalion  in  the  Division. 

We  would  like  to  have  had  them  come  into  the  same  Brigade  with  us 
but  as  we  are  pretty  well  fixed  it  couldn't  be  done. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  our  Brigade  (the  15th)  has  some¬ 
thing  on  all  the  others  for  I  think  we  have  the  best  combination 
of  battalions  in  the  Division.  The  128th  from  Moose  Jaw,  the  160th 
from  Bruce  County,  the  202nd  from  Edmonton  and  ourselves.  The  202 
have  a  fine  bunch  of  Officers  and  men  and  great  feeling  has  developed 
between  the  two  battalions.  They  had  all  our  Officers  over  last  night 
for  dinner  and  believe  me  we  had  some  meal. 


.9. 


Malt  Neman  came  6.07m  from  Cambridge  yesterday  to  see 
us  all.  He  is  looking  fatter  than  ever  and  awfully  well.  He 
expects  to  get  home  for  a  couple  of  months  in  the  near  future. 

I  think  you  remember  Malt*  He  was  with  us  until  we  left  Canada. 

Then  he  was  left  behind  as  his  health  was  so  poor.  However  he 
came  over  to  England  about  a  month  later  and  finally  got  placed 
with  the  15th  where  he  has  been  for  the  past  6  months. 

We  are  working  at  the  present  harder  than  we  ever  did 
before  and  we  all  feel  that  we  are  getting  pretty  stale  but  evidently 
the  Division  figure  we  are  good  for  a  whole  lot  yet  even  though  we 
have  15  months  training  under  out  belts.  At  present  we  work  9  hours 
every  day  i.e.  from  7.30  in  the  morning  until  5.30  at  night  with 
our  hour  for  lunch.  She  majority  of  the  work  being  manoeuvers  and 
route  marches  in  heavy  marching  order.  They  certainly  are  handing 
it  to  us  right. 

Today  we  are  pulling  off  a  battalion  attack  on  lord  Perry's 
estate.  Believe  me  that  place  has  some  class.  These.  English  Country 
homes  are  nice  little  places.  The  grounds  extend  for  miles  and  miles 
over  the  most  beautiful  country  you  ever  saw.  The  ground  is  well 
cleared  and  flocks  and  flocks  of  sheep  keep  the  grass  well  cropped, 
and  say  -  some  of  those  trees  are  wonders.  They  are  as  big  around 
as  the  City  Hall  and  it's  a  cinch  to  take  a  whole  Company  under  one 
of  those  trees  and  keep  them  out  of  the  rain.  I  would  like  to  have 
the  job  of  picking  the  bugs  off  those  trees  every  year  for  you'd 
only  get  about  two  done  and  then  it  would  be  next  Spring  again.  He 
also  has  a  pretty  fair  looking  private  golf  course  and  tennis  courts 
too.  I  think  I'll  go  over  some  day  and  challange  him  to  a  game  for 
his  estate  against  mine,  and  if  I  lose  I'll  give  him  the  ten  shillings 
gladly. 


wrote. 


I  don't  think  I  have  any  more  news  for  you  since  I  last 

How  are  "both  Mother  and  yourself  keeping,  and  how,  is 
everything  at  the  office  and  the  Car  and  the  Golf  Club.  My  game 
of  golf  is  punk  -  never  worse.  I  think  I  need  your  moral  support 
and  golf  language  to  help  me  along. 

With  best  love  to  Mother  and  yourself  and  God  bless  you. 

Your  loving  Son, 


"Gerald" 
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